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Summary: That's what every dragon of Crystal's clan believed until 
she was born. And for that reason, she was deemed an outcast. Upon 
reaching adulthood, she leaves her entire home, and meets up with an 
interesting duo of a raccoon and tree, and soon has the adventure of 
a lifetime. 


1 . Prologue 

**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and Marvel.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXem>Everyone has a backstory . <em> 

_Everyone from simple folk, to the greatest king of a nation, or even 
planet ._ 

_Everyone has a story of how they came to be, whether it's a simple 
life story, or an epic tale of adventure. But sometimes it starts out 
simple, and ends up being one of the greatest adventures anyone, man, 
beast, or alien, has ever witnessed or heard. _ 

_But no matter if it's simple or epic, everyone has a 
backstory ._ 

_This is mine._ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>One would think that fire-breathing dragons, with bellies full of 
fire, would have no difficulties during the winter. But they live by 
hot volcanoes for most of the year, and thus are used to the heat. 

The cold, to them, is like someone jumping into icy-cold water during 
the summer; a big shock due to the temperature change . <p> 



And so the cold can be a killer for Ignis egg clutches. Some Ignis 
mates exchanged bittersweet tails of eggs lost to the icy winds and 
cold snow of winter. Thus, eggs are rarely laid near winter months if 
it could be helped. 

Two Ignis dragons had a clutch of eggs during the winter, a time of 
grief and difficulty for Ignis. When the time came for their eggs to 
hatch, nothing stirred. Despite the parents keeping them warm by 
sitting on them and breathing fire on the stone nest, all of the eggs 
died . 

Or so they thought. 

One egg shook. At first, they thought it was a trick of the eye. But 
as they stared at it, the egg shook again. Harder this time. Finally, 
there was a crack in the marbled orange and red shella€"which 
strangely had blue flecks, though everyone decided it was from them 
being laid in the winter. 

"Oh, one of our draclings survived!" The mother, Indira, had cried 
out, nuzzling her mate, Sarosh. He nuzzled her back, smiling proudly 
at his strong little dracling. 

"Come, now, little one. Your mother and I are waiting." 

The egg continued to shake and crack, and eventually small pieces 
fell away. After what felt to the two adults like hours, a small 
dracling wriggled out of the egg pieces, wet and shaking. But she 
wasn't shaking from cold, but rather from getting the egg fluids 
of f . 

Like all Ignis draclings, she was orange with leathery-wings. But 
some Ignis details were missing: her normally-red stripes, horns, 
back spikes, claws, and eyes were icy-blue, her chest and belly were 
furry instead of plated, and her tail had a light-blue spear instead 
of a red flame-shaped spade. 

Indira and Sarosh stared down at their child in surprise. She looked 
up at them with equal confusion, and then cooed happily, recognizing 
them as her parents. 

"a€l Indira? Why does she havea€ 1 blue? " 

"I don't know, Sarosh." She shook her head. "Perhaps it's like the 
rest of our eggs? Because they were laid in winter, and she hatched 
in winter?" 

"a€ 1 Perhaps . " He nodded. "At any rate, what shall we call 
her? " 

Indira lay down in the nest, paying no attention to the other 
eggsa€"they hadn't budged like their sister, and so were considered 
deada€"and nudged her dracling close to her body to warm her up. 

"a€l Crystal. She shall be named Crystal." 

"CrystalaC 1 born during the times of crystal-like ice. It fits her 
perfectly." Sarosh nodded, laying down and placing his head next to 
his newly-christened daughter. She was only the size of his snout, 
yet despite this, and being born in the most-hated and feared season 



for ignis dragons, she seemed strong. Instead of huddling close to 
her mother, she climbed onto her father's snout, cooing 
happily . 

Despite the strange color on his daughter's body, and the chance she 
wouldn't survive the harsh winter of Drakonehm, Sarosh couldn't help 
but smile proudly. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN So I've taken a month-long break from writing, but I 
have a few ideas for fanfics; a sequel to my Felidae fanfic (a 
Felidae/Warriors crossover) a story for the live-action Grinch movie, 
one for the Black Cauldron movie, and one for Guardians of the 
Galaxy: this fanfic. But it might be a bit slow with writing this, as 
well as the Grinch fanfic, which I started recently as well.** 

**I already made one GotG fanfic, though it was simply a oneshot, 
introducing Crystal after the events of the movie. In this, it'll 
show her past, how she met Rocket and Groot, and her involvement in 
the movie. One that ends, the oneshot can be considered the sequel, 
even though it was posted first. It's kind of like the Star War 
movies, I suppose.** 

**I decided to make three species of dragons instead of having all of 
them breathe fire because A) that's kind of boring, and B) I have a 
book called "Dragonology : The Complete Book of Dragons" that implies 
other dragons breathe ice. And in How to Train Your Dragon (haven't 
seen the sequel yet, so don't spoil it please) at least one dragon 
(or half of one) breathed gas. So, I had the three dragon species in 
this breathe fire, ice, and poisonous gas to make it 
interesting. ** 


**The word "Ignis" is Latin for "fire." The other two dragon species 
will have their own Latin-based names as well. Crystal's parents were 
chosen on a random name generator (I can't remember their name 
language [s]) Crystal was just chosen randomly a long time 
ago . ** 


**Even though this seems to have nothing to do with 
Galaxy, rest assured, it's in the movie's universe, 
dawdle too much with the backstory for Crystal, and 
get her into territory that would seem like it fits 
movie, it that makes sense.** 


Guardians of 
I'll try not 
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in with the 


the 

to 

to 


2 . Chapter 1 

**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and Marvel.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>At the beginning, Indira and Sarosh never suspected anything else 
about Crystal was different aside from having blue stripes and eyes. 
At the time of her birth, it was a simple defect in color, similar to 
an Ignis having a lighter or darker shade of orange or red. But it 
soon became apparent that her blue color wasn't the only thing 
different about her.<p> 



What separated each species of dragon on Drakonehma€"Ignis, the fire 
dragons, Glaciem, the ice dragons, and Venenum, the poison gas 
dragonsa€"was not just their different color schemes; it was their 
element breath. Ignises breathed fire, Glaciems breathed ice, and 
Venenums breathed poisonous gas. 

But Crystal, though she was an Ignis, didn't follow her species' 
biology. One day, just after she met the rest of her clan, and when 
she was alone with her parents, she sneezed. This may seem 
unimportant to both man and beast. Especially when it's normal for 
Ignis to have tiny flames fly from their noses when they 
sneezed . 

But Crystal sneezed snowflakes. 

The first time this happened, Indira and Sarosh stared in 
astonishment and horror. Crystal simply shook her head and 
giggled . 

"a€ 1 Indira? " 

"I don't know." She shook her head. "P-Perhaps it also came from 
being born during winter?" 

"What will the rest of the clan thinkaClno." Sarosh snorted. "They 
won't know. She'll have to learn to keep hera€l_ice_ breath a 
secret . " 

"It can't be kept secret forever." Indira sighed. "You know that, 
Sarosh . " 

"Perhaps it can. I'll have no one know that my daughter breathes the 
same breath as our enemies." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>For several months, somehow, no one was none the wiser about a 
young dracling breathing ice instead of fire. Not even her new 
friends knew. And when they all began dragon school, learning how to 
survive on their own if they wished to live as rogues andor start 
their own clans, and how to hunt, they never needed to show their 
fire breath. Everyone assumed each and every Ignis dracling breathed 
fire, and knew how to do so. So Crystal's secret was kept just that: 
secret . 

As her father wanted, she learned to keep her ice breath a secret. 
Especially when she revealed that the snowflakes that flew from her 
nose wasn't a fluke. She had frozen a puddle just outside their cave 
in front of her mother. Indira had panicked, pulling her daughter 
under herself and thawing out the puddle with her own fire 
breath . 

Crystal had been taught that though her ice breath wasn't her fault, 
no one else would like ita€"which was the worst thing in the world 
for a child of any alien species in the universea€"and to keep it 
secret. That meant she couldn't freeze anything or anyone, and had to 
try and not sneeze. 


Eor the most part, she understood, though she only understood that 
she needed to keep her ice breath a secret. She didn't quite 



understand why it was bad that she had icy breath instead of fiery. 
All she knew was that she was different, and in her parents' eyes, 
that was bad. 

But one day, over a year after she was borna€"draclings were 
considered young children at this timea€"her class was required to 
test their fire breaths. This startled Crystal, and she tried to 
think up an excuse to not do the exercises; she had a cold, a sore 
throat, or her fire breath was weak. Unfortunately, this didn't fly, 
and she was instead chosen to go last. 

Her friends didn't know that she didn't want to use her "fire" 
breath. They didn't know her icy secret. They just knew she was 
different, having blue stripes and eyes. They weren't wary of this 
though, and easily made friends with her. But they did hear their 
parents and family gossiping about the little dracling. They already 
thought she was a stroke of bad luck, having been born during the 
winter. "All we need is that dracling having ice breath." 

On the day dragon school needed to test their fire breath. Crystal 
was a few draclings away from being called. It was during the 
summertime, the time for Ignises. They loved the summertime, while 
winter was the season for Glaciems. Crystal enjoyed both seasons, 
playing in the snow happily. 

While she was waiting to be called. Crystal became aware of her nose 
starting to itch. She wrinkled it a few times, trying to get rid of 
the feeling. But it only grew. And just before she was called, she 
began inhaling deeply to sneeze. "Ahh-ahh-ahhhha€ 1 _Atchoo_! " She 
sneezed loudly, startling everyone. Snowflakes flew out of her nose 
and melted in the warm air instantly. 

But not before everyone saw that she didn't breathe fire. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Crystal sat between her parents, head hung in shame. The dragon 
who taught the draclings was talking with her parents about what 
happened. "She was born during the cold months, so we figured that 
was why she has blue stripes and eyes, and breathed ice." Sarosh 
explained. "I'm sorry for any inconvenience she caused. "<p> 

"She didn't hurt anyone," The teacher shook her head. "But she did 
surprise the other draclings, including me. I'm sorry, but I'll have 
to tell the elders about this." 

"We tried to teach her to keep her ice breath a secret, " Indira said. 
"But I suppose sneezing was unavoidable." 

"I understand, but the elders will know eventually, whether by me 
telling them or not." 

"I'm sorry." Crystal spoke up. "I didn't mean to sneeze." 

"Hush." Sarosh said sternly. 

Crystal laid down, blocking out the rest of the grown up talk. 



><p>The elders, which were a small group of older dragons who led the 
clan, were alerted that one particular dracling breathed not fire, 
but ice. They asked to see this particular dracling, and so Sarosh 
and Indira brought Crystal to them.<p> 

Under encouragement from her mother, and a harsh nudge from her 
father, she froze a small plant with her icy breath. "How did this 
happen?" The oldest Ignis asked. 

"She was the only of our clutch to survive, which had been laid 
during the cold months." Sarosh said. "At the time, we only realized 
she had blue stripes and eyes. But we never thought she would have 
ice breath." 


"I see." The elder nodded. "Unfortunately, and I think the others 
will agree with me, that she doesn't belongaC"" 

"She's just a child!" Indira exclaimed. "And she doesn't know fully 
why she's being punished for being different! It wasn't her fault 
that she was born this way." 


"We understand," The oldest elder's mate nodded. "But everyone else 
may not. Gossip had been already spreading about simply her eyes and 
stripes. And even though the whole clan didn't see her sneeze 
snowflakes, the draclings did, and they'll surely tell their parents. 
Word spreads quickly. And everyone won't be so sympathetic towards 
young Crystal." 


"We understand." Sarosh nodded. "Unfortunately, as she proved today, 
we can't keep her ice breath a secret." 

"So, what do you expect we do?" Indira asked harshly. 

"a€l Perhaps we should pay our enemies a visit." The oldest elder 
said . 


* * 


* 


><pXstrong>AN As I said before. Ignis is Latin for "Fire." The ice 
dragons are called Glaciem, Latin for "Ice," and the poisonous gas 
dragons are called Venenum, Latin for "Poison." I thought it would be 
more interesting to give them species names.** 

**When I was creating Crystal, I thought it would be cute that when 
she sneezed, snowflakes flew out of her nose. This also works in 
revealing her ice breath, since Ignis draclings would sneeze out tiny 
flames . * * 

**Yep, I'm going this route: the protagonist is different, and that's 
deemed bad. The old Rudolph-the-Red-Nosed-Reindeer storyline. But I 
don't care. All five of the members of the Guardians of the Galaxy 
have a sort of dramatic backstory (except for Groot . . . what ' s his 
story in the comics?) and as far as I know, none of them have ones 
that Crys has in that they're different from their family.** 

**BTW, I don't think I ever said it, but Crystal's clan isn't all of 
the Ignises on Drakonehm; it's just a group of them. Sort of like in 
Lion King, where the Pridelands pride is a lot of lions, but not the 
entire population of the species, if that makes any sense.** 



3 . Chapter 2 


**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and Marvel.** 

**random gal: I hope I do it well enough in that it's interesting, if 
that makes sense, then. I try and do that: write what I want, and not 
care if anyone else dislikes it (though if someone points out a thing 
they don't like, I DO think if I should change or not, especially if 
it'll make the story better or worse)** 

**Thanks : ) ** 

**I know. I actually wrote several chapters in advance (I'm working 
on chapter 5 at the moment) but I'm posting the next tomorrow, and 
then the next one on Friday, and so forth because I don't want to 
rush too fast, and put all of the chapters in place in one sitting, 
but at the same time, I want to get into setting and characters that 
look like they'd be in the movie, which might be a bit of a 
challenge, because while I've seen the movie, and have the DVD, I've 
never read the comics they were based on, or watched any cartoons 
they were in. So, I just might make up some aliens, or base some off 
of the movie. And once I get Rocket and Groot into the picture, THEN 
we'll be in GotG territory.** 

**A11 in all, I know it doesn't seem like this is in GotG (that's 
also why I took so long to post this, as I was worried people 
wouldn't think this is a GotG fanfic, regardless of the category it's 
in) but I'll try not to dawdle in Crystal's backstory. I think I just 
might introduce our favorite raccoon/tree duo in chapter 6 or 7, 
depending on how much content I put in a 
chapter . * * 

**xXTigressl776Xx : Thanks :)** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Several days later, it was decided that the oldest elder, 
Adalwolf, Sarosh, Indira, and Crystal would travel to the snowy 
mountains, the home of the Glaciems, to see if they would take 
Crystal in, since she had the same ice breath as them. Indira had 
protested, saying she was her daughter, and that she must stay with 
her. "I'll stay with her with the Glaciems . "<p> 

"You can't." Adalwolf shook his head. "Your place is with the 
Ignises. Besides, the Glaciems won't accept you." 

"But they'll accept Crystal?" 

"They might." 

During the several days' time that the trip was planned. Crystal had 
lost her friends. When they told their parents that she sneezed 
snowflakes, and said parents were told by the elders that Crystal 
breathed ice, the draclings were told that ice-breathing dragons 
weren't to be trusted; especially ones that were supposed to breathe 
fire. So they were told that Crystal was different, and that it was 
bad . 



They ignored her, and some even began picking on her, calling her 
names . 

Crystal couldn't understand it. She didn't know why it was so bad 
that she was different. She didn't choose to have ice breath. But no 
one seemed to understand that. 

Her mother seemed to be the only one who didn't turn their back on 
her. Even her father was disappointed in her after accidentally 
revealing her secret. "I didn't mean to sneeze." Crystal said. 

Early one morning. Crystal stepped out of the cave she and her 
parents slept in, and sat down, staring at the rising sun. She was 
over a year old, and had doubled in size, growing to the size of her 
father's head. And, in Terran terms, that was the size of a 
medium-sized dog. 

She had begun learning to fly, and could just barely reach the height 
of the cave entrance. This made her a fast learner at flying, which 
was something she could at least be proud of. She also knew how to 
use her ice breath, but since everyone seemed to hate this, she 
rarely used it except in private. 

She sighed heavily, feeling like the loneliest being in the galaxy. 
She licked a healing wound on her left side under her wing. She had 
sometimes gotten injured when the other draclings picked on her. She 
didn't fight back, but instead tried to escape and hide. While Indira 
was angry at the other draclings for hurting her daughter, Sarosh 
tried not to notice. 

"Crystal ? " 

She looked back to see her mother. "a€ 1 Morning . " She nodded. 

"Are you all right?" 

"I guess." Crystal shrugged. "Mother? Why am I so different?" 

Indira glanced down, almost looking ashamed. "I don't know, 
dear . " 

"Why do I breathe ice? Why can't I breathe fire like everyone 
else?" 

"I honestly don't know. It might be because you were born during the 
cold months . " 

"I wish I was born during the warm months. I wish I wasn't born at 
all." She said bitterly. 

"Don't say that! You shouldn't ever wish that." Indira nuzzled her 
young daughter. "Everyone's born for a reason, even if not in 
desirable times. You shouldn't wish you didn't have the greatest gift 
of all: life." 

"If everyone's born for a reason, why was I?" 

Before she could answer, Sarosh stepped out. "We should probably 
alert Adalwolf that we're ready to go. It ' s a few days long of a 
journey . " 



Nodding, Indira stood up, nudged Crystal to her feet, and followed 
him to where the elder Ignis lived. Along the way, other fire dragons 
glared or turned their noses up at Crystal. She had become known as 
quite the outcast of the clan. For as long as anyone could remember, 
Ignises and Glaciems hated each other, wanting nothing to do with 
each other ever. Even Adalwolf said this trip to see them would be 
dangerous . 

And now, since one of their own had the icy breath of their enemies, 
she was considered an outcast, a misfit, bad luck, a bad omen; 
anything bad they could think of. 

Crystal tried to ignore the glares the adults were sending her. She 
simply stared forward, following her parents. 

Soon, they reached Adalwolf 's home. He was sitting outside of his 
cave with his mate, Quirina, talking about the trip. "Are we ready?" 
He asked upon seeing Sarosh and Indira. 

"We are." He nodded. 

"Are we flying?" Crystal asked. "'Cause I can't fly for 
long . " 

"We're flying." Adalwolf said to Sarosh, as if ignoring Crystal's 
question. "It takes a few days to get to where the Glaciems live, but 
if we fly, we may be able to cut the trip's length in half." 

"How'm I gonna keep up?" Crystal asked. "I can't fly very 
good . " 

"'Very well.'" Indira corrected. "And I'll carry you." She laid her 
neck on the ground and nudged her daughter onto her back. 

"Let's go." Adalwolf took off into the sky, followed by 
Sarosh . 

Indira crouched down, and leapt into the air, pumping her large 
leathery wings. Crystal gripped one of her red back spikes, looking 
down in awe. _Will I be able to fly like this someday? I can't 
wait !_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>As Adalwolf said, the trip took only three days, plus one of 
walking when the dragons' wings got tired. But they landed on the 
ground on the fourth day. "Dragons never fly into other dragons' 
territory. That's considered disrespectful." Indira explained to 
Crystal. "Even between Ignises and Glaciems . "<p> 

"Why do we hate Glaciems so much?" Crystal asked innocently. "And why 
do they hate us?" 

"It's been like that for so long, no one knows why. But everyone has 
their theories. Most dragons think that it's because ice and fire are 
such vastly different elements that while balancing each other, they 
also fight against each other." 


When they were walking, there was grass, and the weather was neither 



hot nor cold; somewhere in between. But in time, the weather became 
colder, and the four dragons soon found snow. Crystal hadn't had 
enough time to experience snow after she was born, but now she was 
experiencing it fully. And if she was totally honest, she loved it. 
She leapt into the snow, kicking it up and rolling in it, laughing 
all the way. 

"Crystal, enough." Sarosh said sternly. "We're here on important 
business, perhaps dangerous. Not here to play in this disgusting 
cold. " 

"Let her play." Indira frowned. "She isn't doing anything wrong. She 
isn't hurting anyone." 

Crystal heard her father tell her to stop, but she also heard her 
mother defend her. So, she kept playing. But when Adalwolf said they 
were approaching Glaciem territory, even Indira told Crystal to 
stop . 

The Glaciem' s territory was in snowy mountains. Even through the 
falling snow. Crystal could see cave entrances in the mountains, and 
blue and gray dragons walking around. 

One patrolling Glaciem briefly spoke with Adalwolf, and left to fetch 
their elder. The three Ignises sat in the snow, shivering slightly. 
Crystal sat down as well, though she was fidgeting merely from 
impatience . 

After a long while, three Glaciems stepped up through the falling 
snow. They were light-blue and gray with fingered wings, icy-blue 
stripes, eyes, and icicle-like back spines. 

"I am Euthymios, " The eldest male said. "This is my mate, Metrodora, 
and my son, Caspar. State your business. Ignis." 

"I am Adalwolf. This is Sarosh, Indira, and their daughter. Crystal. 
This dracling, " He picked her up by the tail and tossed her into the 
snow in front of Euthymios. "Was born an Ignis, but has a different 
breath. Show them." 

Gulping nervously. Crystal blew, creating a small, long, sharp piece 
of ice out of midair. The three Glaciems blinked in surprise, jaws 
dropping. "a€ll see." Euthymios suddenly glared at Adalwolf. "Are you 
implying that she is part Glaciem?" 

"Certainly not!" The Ignis elder growled. "She only has this cursed 
ice breath because she hatched during the cold months." 

"So, what are we supposed to do about this?" Metrodora asked. "You 
obviously came here for a reason regarding this dracling." 

"We brought her here to give her to you." Adalwolf said. "She 
obviously belongs here, having ice breath. And she enjoys the cold. 
She was playing in the snow along the way here." 

"You think just because she breathes ice she belongs with Glaciems?!" 
Euthymios snapped. "She is still an Ignis at birth. She's not even an 
adolescent yet. She looks like a yearling, yes? So she still needs to 
be with her mother. Besides, I assume she isn't getting along with 
the other draclings back at home?" 



"They're picking on me." Crystal said, attracting the Glaceims ' 
attention. "My friends don't like me. And I think Father's 
disappointed in me." 

"You see? She doesn't fit in at home." The elder Glaciem nodded. 

"What makes you think it will be any different with us?" 

"You're just dropping her on us to get her out of your scales." 
Metrodora scowled like a mother scolding her dracling. "Before she is 
even old enough to leave her mother. Shame on you." 

"At any rate, you've wasted a journey here, and our time." Euthymios 
turned away and walked back into the falling snow, followed by 
Metrodora, who gave the Ignises one last glare. 

"Well, that was a lot of time wasted." Sarosh growled, storming away, 
churning up the snow. 

Rolling his eyes, Adalwolf followed him, saying, "Come along, Indira 
and Crystal. We're going back home." 

Indira began following him, looking relieved. Crystal made to go 
after her mother, but paused when the remaining Glaciem called her 
back. She looked over her shoulder. " You ' rea€ 1 urn, you're Gaspar, 
right ? " 

"Indeed." He nodded. "You said the other draclings are picking on 
you? Is that how you got those injuries?" 

"Mm-hmm." She nodded. 


"Here's a bit of advice: fight back. Fight back tooth and nail. Scar 
_them_ if needed. Let them know how it feels to be hurt. And when 
you're an adult, if they're still hard on you, just leave. Find your 
own purpose on Drakonehm; maybe the whole galaxy, even." 

She nodded, feeling a little uncomfortable. She turned and ran up to 
her mother, who had paused, watching her and Gaspar talk. 


All the way home. Crystal thought back to what Gaspar said. _Fight 
backaC 1 he ' s right. Why shouldn't I be able to fight back?_ 


* * 


* 


><pXstrong>AN As I said earlier, I actually have several chapters 
written in advance. I'm only uploading one everyday simply because I 
don't want to upload all of the written-in-advance ones in one chunk. 
And I wrote the ones in advance because since this fanfic started out 
not in the GotG universe, I want to get to "familiar territory" as 
quickly as possible, and I don't want several days of wait between 
chapters. Once the setting starts to look more like GotG (maybe when 
Rocket and Groot come into the picture) I won't upload this as 
frequently . * * 

**If you guys are curious to know what the different dragon species, 
as well as adult Crystal, look like, just go to my DeviantART accoutn 
(link is in my profile on here) go to my gallery, and click the 
"Guardians of the Galaxy" folder. They're merely made on a flash 
"create-a-dragon" game, but it DOES show what they look like. It also 



has a pic of Crystal in her different form (not so much of a spoiler 
since that pic's been on DA for months) but that needs to be updated 
sometime ... * * 


**Like before, the names of the Ignis and Glaciem dragons named here 
were randomly chosen on Behind the Name. I'm sometimes not good at 
naming characters, especially minor/very minor ones, so I tend to use 
name randomizers to do the work. Lazy, I know, but if a character's 
only gonna be in the story for one or two chapters, it doesn't bother 
me . ** 


4 . Chapter 3 

**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and Marvel.** 

**The Rainbow Devowerer: Thanks :D** 

**Guest: Thanks :) I can't wait either.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Life continued to be hard for Crystal. As she grew up, she 
continued to be bullied by her peers. But something changed: she 
fought back. The first time a dracling picked on her, and attacked, 
she scratched and bit back, even using her ice breath. But she was 
punished for it. "He started it!" She protested. "Was I supposed to 
let him beat me up?"<p> 

"You didn't need to draw blood." Sarosh said. 

"But they did for me!" 

"Next time, just ignore it." 

But there were times when ignoring the bullies wasn't enough. 

Whenever they saw Crystal wasn't affected, they would push her around 
and began to get physical. At that point, she needed to fight back. 
She began ignoring it when her father or other Ignises scolded her 
for it. 

She had also begun teaching herself to use her taila€"which was 
unusually longa€"to secretly trip the dragons that were picking on 
her. They never realized it was her, and she always laughed about 
it . 

When she was a few years old, the Ignis who had bullied her, only for 
Crystal to fight back for the first time, told his uncle that he 
never hurt Crystal and that she was the one who hurt him for no 
reason. His uncle was a huge, muscular dragon, who held his nephew on 
a high pedestal, and so was very angry that not only another dragon 
hurt him, but it was the very dragon that was born an Ignis, but 
breathed ice. When he saw her outside, he attacked. 

It was one thing to be attacked by another dragon her own age and 
size. But it was another for an adult to do so. Especially one that 
was much bigger than adults themselves. So she did the first thing 
that came to mind: run. 



The big dragon actually chased her around the entire volcano the clan 
lived nearby. There were times when Crystal felt his hot breath on 
her heels, and felt his teeth when he tried to grab her tail in his 
mouth. Even when she took off into the skies he followed her. She was 
finally able to escape by hiding in a small cave that even she was 
barely able to squeeze into. But she was able to squirm backwards far 
enough so he couldn't reach her. 

After about an hour of trying to grab her, he left with a growl. It 
was another hour before Indira found her daughter still shaking in 
the cave. After hearing her story, the older Ignis gave the uncle 
dragon, who was almost twice her size, a yelling that made even him 
flinch. Even though he knew his nephew lied about her hurting him 
first, he didn't apologize. 

Crystal didn't care. She didn't want to see him again, he scared her 
so much. She made an effort to avoid him whenever she was outside and 
saw him. 

But something happened that diverted Crystal's attention: she became 
a big sister. 

Sarosh and Indira were careful to have their clutch be laid during 
the summertime. As a result, their single egg hatched into a healthy 
Ignis named Topaz. 

Sarosh originally didn't want Crystal to see her new sister. But 
Indira growled him into submission. "She is her sister. She has a 
right to meet her. She won't hurt her, you stubborn dragon. What's 
happened to you?" 

Sarosh didn't tell her why he was so antagonistic against his own 
elder daughter. But he did let her meet Topaz. 

Crystal was eager that she had a sister who could potentially become 
her only friend. "I won't let anyone bully you. Topaz." She promised 
as she laid down, her arms curled up in a sort of nest that her baby 
sister laid in. 

But life wasn't quite that way afterwards. In fact, for Crystal, a 
fire dragon that indeed breathed ice, it worsened. 
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><p>Soon, Crystal was a fully-fledged adult. She had a few scars that 
consisted of three claw-marks; one on her left side under her wing, 
one on her right thigh, and one on one side of her long tail. She was 
quite lovely, though the male Ignises her age never admitted it. They 
didn't want to acknowledge her as an Ignis even.<p> 

Crystal was still hurt by the pre judicea€"not to mention she was 
still mentally scarred by the bigger dragon chasing hera€"but she 
tried to ignore it. She also remembered what Caspar, the Glaciem, had 
told her: if life was still hard on her in her clan as an adult, she 
could just leave. 

Her sister. Topaz, was as lovely an Ignis as she was, though was a 
few years younger. And all of the males acknowledged that. She loved 
her older sister, but was embarrassed to be seen with her in public. 
One day, she actually told her that she didn't want to be seen next 



to her. "If we're walking outside the caves, could you at least keep 
a dragon's distance away from me?" 

"Why?" Crystal asked in shock. "Are you ashamed of me?" 

"I justaC 1 I like some of the males, but they won't go near me if 
you ' re with me . " 

"Oh, I see how it is." Crystal said bitterly. "You're only concerned 
with your own selfish needs. And I'm in the way. Well, I apologize 
for being who I am, even though I had no choice in the matter." She 
left her sister with an angry growl, ignoring Topaz's 
protests . 

Later that evening, as Crystal sat outside the caves deep in thought, 
Sarosh approached her with a frown. "Crystal? I want to talk to you 
in private . " 

"Why not here? I'm sure what you have to say to me doesn't need to be 
kept in private." She said, not looking at him. 

"aClFine. Your sister asked you to leave her aloneaC"" 

"No she didn't. She just didn't want to be seen close to me by the 
males . " 

"I think you should do one better and leave her alone." 

"Why do you hate me so much? ! " Crystal suddenly snapped, spinning 
around to face her father. "What did I do wrong?!" 

"Wrong? ! What did you do wrong? ! You were born with ice 
breathaC" " 

"It wasn't my fault! I didn't choose this! If I had a choice in what 
breath I had, I would have chosen fireaC"" 

"But you didn't. As far as I'm concerned, you can leave this clan if 
you want, and never return. As far as I'm concernedaC 1 you ' re no 
daughter of mine." 

Crystal gasped in shock, feeling tears begin to sting her eyes. She 
looked around; realizing all of the shouting had attracted a crowd. 
And now, all of the Ignises, save for Indira and Topaz, were chanting 
and agreeing with Sarosh that Crystal should leave and never 
return . 

She looked at her family, silently begging for help. Sarosh looked 
down his nose at her with disdain. Topaz held her head down, looking 
ashamed and embarrassed. Indira looked at her older daughter in 
sorrow, but didn't make a move to help her. 

All of the bullying, hurt, ignorance, and antagonistic feelings from 
her own father had bottled up over the years of Crystal's life. And 
now, on this evening, it exploded. 
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><pXstrong>AN Nothing much about this chapter. Mostly filler, with 
little events relating to Crystal's personality 



development . ** 


**While Sarosh was right in that Crystal didn't need to make the 
other draclings bleed, she still needed to defend herself, in my 
opinion . * * 

**Her using her tail to trip people without them knowing was half of 
a trait added late. Since she's gonna be a thief when she meets 
Rocket and Groot, it'd be cool if she could use her tail to sneak 
things away from people. She'll also be able to use her hands, but 
her tail tends to work better, in my opinion, because her tail would 
be more secretive than her hands.** 

**When I was creating Crystal, I thought it'd be interesting for her 
to be afraid of one of the Galaxy Guardians (a shorter name for the 
Guardians of the Galaxy) I chose Drax because he can be a bit 
scary-looking, and there's also the part of his story where he goes 
on a rampage after his family was killed. So, in order to justify 
Crys being afraid of Drax, I figured she wouldn't so much be afraid 
of HIM, but of large muscular men. Sounds a bit weird, I know XD But 
I think it could happen.** 

**Crystal having a sister was also kind of a late addition to her 
character. Since she has the name of a gem-like object (fun fact: I 
looked up "Crystal" on Behind the Name, and it's derived from the 
Greek word for "Ice." I swear, I didn't know this before naming her 
XD) I picked Topaz for her sister, which was in the "fire/hot names" 
on 20000 Names from Around the World.** 

**What do you think it means when it says that the bad feelings 
bottled up inside Crystal exploded?** 


5 . Chapter 4 

**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and Marvel.** 

**random gal: Yeah, I guess so.** 

**No, he probably wouldn't XD Thing is, in her true form (when she 
looks like a regular dragon) she's huge; in her anthro form (you'll 
see soon) she's a tad over six feet tall, and apparently, the guy who 
played Drax is six foot six. So, she's just a bit shorter than him. 
That's why, to an outsider who doesn't know Crys, they'd think it odd 
that she'd be scared of him at first.** 

**I just laughed at your first guess XD That IS a very literal guess 
XD But the second one is much closer.** 
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><p>Furrowing her eyebrows deeply, and baring her teeth. Crystal 
stretched her neck up high, threw her head back, and let out a loud, 
angry roar. Everyone jumped in surprise. Crystal had never been this 
angry in all of the time everyone knew her.<p> 

"Why must I be thought of as a monster? ! " She growled deeply in her 
throat, sounding like a different dragon. "Only because I breathe ice 
instead of fire?! You all are the monsters! Not me!" She took a 



deep breath and let loose a large ice beam, freezing one of the caves 
and dragons . 


Chaos broke loose. Ignises ran from the mad dragon, screaming in 
fright. A few dragons took off to the skies. Some young males 
escorted Topaz away as she looked back in terror at the horror her 
sister was causing. 

Crystal stormed around the territory, freezing everything that moved 
and didn't move in her rage. Her pupils had shrunken, creating the 
illusion that her eyes were completely icy-blue. There was nothing 
stopping her unleashed anger. 

Dragons were frozen where they stood, and the rock caves were covered 
in ice. Even though they lived near a volcano, the ice stayed frozen. 
And she continued to roar as she froze her enemies. 

Soon, only Sarosh and Indira were left. Everyone else had either fled 
or was frozen where they stood. 

"Crystal, enough of this!" Sarosh snapped, standing in front of 
Indira. "I demand you stop, young lady!" 

Crystal slowly approached them, growling deep in her throat. 

"Crystal! Listen to your fathaC"" 

She suddenly grabbed his throat in her claws. "You. Aren't. My 
father. You said so yourself. I'm no daughter of yours." 

He attacked her, roaring. Indira gasped as she saw her mate and 
daughter fight, drawing blood. 

Crystal was kicked to the ground with a thump. She had several 
injuries, though the worse of them were three slashes across her left 
cheek under her eye. 

Growling, Crystal let loose another large beam of ice, directed at 
her father, freezing him instantly. She also caught the lower half of 
Indira's body. She screamed in pain, startling Crystal out of her 
rage, and fell unconscious. 

She blinked, panting as if she had ran halfway around the world and 
back. She looked around, eyes widening in horror at what happened. 

She hadn't realized what her unleashed anger and rage had caused 
until too late. 

"Noa€ 1 what haveaC 1 what have I done?!" She exclaimed as tears began to 
run down her eyes. "M-M-Mama! P-Papa! What have I done?!" She turned 
and took off to the sky, sobbing heavily in guilt and sadness. 
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><p>She had finally landed on a faraway mountain about half an hour 
later. She laid among the rocks, with her face buried in her arms, 
sobbing in regret, guilt, and sadness. She hadn't meant to attack so 
viciously. Something feral had snapped deep inside of her, broken by 
all of the hatred directed towards her. Her mother hadn't even helped 
her. She just sat there. Even her sister had turned against 
her . <p> 



Crystal felt like nothing in her life had gone right. Caspar was 
right about one thing at least: she should have left while she could. 
If she had, especially before her father said those hurtful things, 
everything that had happened that evening wouldn't have 
happened . 

"What should I do?" She sniffed. "I killed almost my whole clan. If 
anyone survived, they'll kill me if they find me, no questions 
asked . " 

Whenever Crystal was deep in thought, whenever angry or sad, her mind 
would wander to happier times. One of which was when Sarosh told her 
about the Usekh of Humanus, an ancient artifact of Drakonehm. He told 
her it was something to be worn around the neck, and had large 
amethysts infused with magic. When any dragon wore it, the magic 
caused said dragon to shrink and turn into one resembling Terrans or 
Terran-like aliens. They stood on their hind legs, used their arms 
primarily, and their snouts and mouths became shorter and 
smaller . 

But it came with a heavy price: their true forms were constrained as 
a result of the magic, and whenever the usekh was removed, they 
returned to their true forms in an untamable rage, causing them to 
attack anything that moved. Crystal now thought of it being similar 
to what had happened to her earlier that night. 

"I don't want that to happen ever again." She muttered to herself, 
scratching the ground with the claws on one front paw. "If the Usekh 
of Humanus can constrain my true form, I want it. So no one could get 
hurt again. Once I get the usekhaClI'm going to find a way to get off 
of this planet. If anyone survived me, they'll surely warn other 
dragons about me, even Glaciems and Venenums . " She wasn't sure how 
she would get off of Drakonehm, or where she would go. _But one step 
at a time,_ she thought. _I have bigger things to wonder: where is 
the Usekh of Humanus?_ 

She then recalled that Sarosh told her it was in the largest mountain 
of Drakonehm, which was on the equator of Drakonehm: Mt . Antique. It 
was easily identified as a huge mountain that was colored red, green, 
and blue. It was guarded by Ignises, Glaciems, and Venenums; one of 
its treasures was the usekh. 

"At least it'll be easily identified." She thought. "Getting in might 
be a challenge though." Shrugging, she stood up and took off. 

Ever since she had left home, and cooled down. Crystal had never felt 
freer. She could do whatever she wanted, including use her ice 
breath. And use it she did. Even though she used it to hurt her clan, 
it gave her such relief to finally use it as much as she wanted. She 
blew ice beams into the air, and spun around in the air as the small 
crystals fell through the sky. 

After a while of "dancing" in the sky. Crystal turned herself around 
to fly off and find Mt . Antigua. All she knew was that though it was 
easily spotted, it was also far away from her former home. 
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><p>It took a few days, but she eventually found Mt . Antigua. It was 
as Sarosh told her: a huge mountain, colored with patches of red. 



blue, and green, the colors of the dragons of Drakonehm. Two Venenums 
guarded the entrance. She was sure there would be more dragons 
inside . <p> 

Humming in thought. Crystal decided to charge right in and blast with 
her ice breath. But she had to remember to not kill anyone; just 
perhaps freeze their feet to the ground. "At least in the end, the 
Ignises will be able to free themselves." She mused. "Besides, I'm an 
Ignis that breathes ice. They'll be so surprised. I'll have a head 
start . " 

Taking a few deep breaths, she took off like a rocket. 

The two Venenums blinked in surprise at the Ignis flying towards Mt . 
Antigua. She landed square on her feet in front of them, glaring and 
growling. Then, she charged, knocking them aside. They shook their 
heads in surprise. No dragon had ever broken into the mountain, so 
this Ignis female had caught them by surprise. But they stood where 
they were to guard the entrance. There were other dragons inside that 
could easily overtake her. All they needed to do was make sure she 
didn't escape. 

Crystal wasn't hit by other guards until she went deeper into the 
cave, climbing up at certain points. They stared at her in confusion. 
Smirking, she let loose her ice breath, freezing the Ignises and 
Glaciems and Venenums where they stood. At first, everyone was too 
shocked at the idea of an Ignis breathing ice to fight back. But once 
they shook themselves from their stupor, they attacked. 

Crystal jumped and flew back to avoid the fire, ice, and poisonous 
gas, retaliating by slamming them aside with her tail and freezing 
them to the walls, making sure to at least not freeze their heads. 

She flew deeper into the mountain, landing to breathe ice on the 
ground, causing it to become icy like a frozen-over lake. She ran to 
it, and flopped onto her belly, sliding along from the momentum and 
knocking over startled dragons. 

After what felt like several hours of searching. Crystal finally 
found her target. Inside the highest point of the mountaina€"she 
wondered if it was the peaka€"where it was quite cold, was a large 
flat rock, with thin ice walls manipulated to resemble a box. Inside, 
propped up by two tall and thin stones, was a large, wide collar-like 
necklace made up of several flat pieces of gold strung in a row. Five 
of the pieces of gold each had a large amethyst in the middle. 

This was the Usekh of Humanus . 

Crystal stared down at it, spying her reflection out of the corner of 
her eye. In all honesty, she could hardly believe she made it. It 
seemed like only a silly thought that she was able to achieve her 
goal of finding the Usekh of Humanus. 

And yet, here she was, in front of one of the greatest treasures of 
Drakonehm . 

She had a brief moment where she had a thought: was this the right 
thing to do? To conceal her true form, and become something she 
wasn ' t ? 


"No." She shook her head. "I'll still be me, just with a 



differently-shaped body. I'll learn to adapt. I'll never become who I 
was that day. I'm never going back! What's past is in the past!" She 
swung her tail at the ice, causing it to shatter into hundreds of 
pieces. She moved behind the rock, and nudged her head through the 
usekh. It slid down to rest on her shoulders and her chest. 
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><pXstrong>AN Those who said Crystal would explode in the 
metaphorical form, you were right. She might be a sweet, misfit girl 
most of the time, but when she gets angry, she gets scary (kinda 
rhymes XD) I kinda imagine her roar to be a mix of Godzilla's and the 
Jurassic Park T-Rex.** 

**An usekh is a wide necklace, like the kind Egyptian busts wear; 
humanus is Latin for "human." It was kinda hard describing what 
Crystal would resemble when wearing it without saying "human, " since 
humans are called Terrans, and there are aliens that resemble 
Terrans . Also, I swear I wasn't thinking of the Hulk when I decided 
when the usekh was removed, Crys would turn into her true form in 
berserk mode.** 

**Antiqua is just Latin for "ancient," making the mountain called Mt . 
Ancient. There are other treasures than just the Usekh of Humanus, 
they're just not important to the story (plus, I don't know what 
other kinds of treasure there would be, aside from piles of gold and 
jewels) Speaking of the usekh, the pic showing Crys in her anthro 
form on my DA account also has her wearing the usekh, if anyone's 
curious about what it looks like.** 

**I'm on a roll with the cliffhangers aren't i?** 


6. Chapter 5 

**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and Marvel.** 

**random gal: Thanks :D** 

**You're right in that I need practice with action-y scenes. 
Battle/war scenes ARE ones that I seem to have trouble with writing. 
I'll admit. Plus, I took a month-long break, so I'm kinda rusty with 
writing. But for some reasons, when it comes to writing battle/war 
scenes, I'm just not good at it.** 

**That's fine :) Everyone has their own opinion (I sometimes feel 
like a broken record saying that) It just might be the blue with the 
orange. Now that I think about it, comparing Crystal with "true" 
Ignises, the red DOES look better than the blue. I guess I need to 
learn about color coordination :3** 
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><p>Almost as soon as the usekh rested on her fur. Crystal felt its 
effect. She fell over, roaring in pain. Her bones felt like they were 
being broken and squeezed together, and rearranged. It was so 
unbearable, she was sure she was dying. <p> 


What she didn't see were her whole body shrinking, and her limbs 



being. The usekh was shrinking as well to fit better around her 
smaller frame. 

After what felt like hours, the pain finally faded away. Crystal 
uncurled herself, panting in exhaustion. "Dida€ 1 did it work? I don't 
feel any da€" ! " She gasped when she saw her front paws. The fingers 
had rearranged themselves so she only had three fingers on the tops 
of each hand, and her other finger turned into opposable thumbs on 
each hand. Her arms weren't as muscular, and her shoulders had 
broadened and were more round. Her feet hadn't changed, save for 
shrinking, though she could still stand on her toes. Her legs weren't 
as muscular either, though were just enough to support her 
body . 

Crystal froze a stone wall, and looked at the ice, eyes widening 
further at the sight of her reflection. 

She had done more than shrink. Her neck wasn't as long as it used to 
be, her snout had shortened, and the corners of her mouth weren't as 
far up her face as they were before. Her body was slightly tapered at 
the waist, and her hips had widened slightly. Her wings were smaller, 
and her tail wasn't quite as longa€"though it was still considerably 
long for her new size, which was much smaller than her true 
f orm . 

Some things hadn't changed though: she still had her orange and 
icy-blue coloring and her scars. The still-healing scratches across 
her cheek and snout were still there; speaking of her eyes, they were 
now white with icy-blue irises around her round black pupils. The 
usekh sat comfortably on her chest. Her chest, belly, and the 
underside of her tail still had thick fur. 

Crystal lightly patted her face and chest, still in awe at how 
different she looked. She vaguely knew what she would look like 
before she got to the mountain, but this still came as a shock. 

She clenched her fists, slowly smiling. She had achieved her goal. 
"I'm no longer the monster that destroyed my home and f amilyaC 1 she ' s 
gone! That girl is gone!" 

Taking a deep breath, she stood up on her hind legs. She wobbled on 
shaky legs, waving her arms around to keep her balance. She took a 
shaky step, feeling like a newborn learning to walk again. Only this 
time, she could only use two legs to support her whole body. 

After a long time. Crystal felt she was able to walk a few feet 
without stumbling like a newborn dragon. She began walking back the 
way she came, holding her head up high. Even though she felt a bit of 
guilt for stealing a priceless treasure, she also felt prideful that 
she was able to accomplish something big. 

The dragons were just able to get themselves free from the ice. The 
Ignises freed themselves fine, but refused to free the Glaciems. The 
Venenums were freed, and they helped free the Glaciems by biting and 
scratching at the ice. The Venenums weren't involved in the Ice vs. 
Fire War, as the eternal fight between the Ignises and Glaciems was 
called . 


Everyone froze in surprise as Crystal walked in. She wasn't the rogue 
Ignis dragon, who breathed ice, who flew in causing such trouble and 



chaos. She was now in anthro-form. 


She had stolen the Usekh of Humanus . 

One Ignis leapt at her. She jumped up, flapping her smaller wings. 
They kept her in the air, though she did need to flap them harder. 

She dodged the dragons, though she did feel their teeth on her feet 
and tail, and flew out of Mt . Antigua. 

The two Venenums who were guarding the entrance were startled by the 
now-smaller Ignis flying towards them. They breathed green poisonous 
gas at her, trying to stop her from escaping. 

Crystal held her breath, straightened her body out so she resembled a 
missile, and flapped her wings as fast as she could. She flew quickly 
out of the mountain, never looking back. 

As soon as she felt she was far enough away, and her wings were 
beginning to tire, she landed, panting slightly. Her heart was still 
racing, and her mind kept replaying the recent events over and 
over . 

She fingered the large, hard stones set into the golden, plated usekh 
around her neck. "a€ll still can't believe I actually did it." She 
whispered, sitting on her haunches. Despite having a 
differently-shaped body, she still had a bit of her true dragon 
instincts . 

"a€lNow what am I going to do?" 
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><p>It took several weeks for Crystal to fully learn to walk on her 
hind legs, and use her front paws as hands. She still often ran on 

four legs, but her new ways of walking and using her hands soon 

became like second instinct.<p> 

Walking on her hinds legs wasn't very difficult. It was learning to 

use her hands, and not primarily her mouth, that was the trickiest. 

It took a while for her to be used to her new fingers alone. She was 
able to get the most practice when she ate. She still hunted like a 
dragon, but she taught herself to eat with her hands, holding the 
prey with her hands . 

Crystal only knew about aliens that walked on their hind legs and 
used their hands as utensils because Sarosh told her about 
them . 

"_They'll sometimes come to Drakonehm in large objects, which I 
believe have many names: spaceships, aircrafts or M-ships." He said. 
"But no matter the name, they tend to be bigger than us dragons, and 
different species of aliens ride in them and control them. Though 
there are different species, they all share common traits: front-set 
eyes, walking on their hind legs, using their front paws as utensils, 
and wearing furless-skin on themselves . 

"_Why do they come here?" Crystal had asked. "And why haven't I seen 
them? 

"_They don't come very often anymore. And as to why they come here. 



no one knows. But they often take our prey, our plants; some even try 
to take us, though they very seldom succeed."_ 

Crystal wondered if she would ever see these two-legged aliens 
herself. But if she did, what would they do to her? Sarosh told her 
they sometimes tried to take dragons, though they almost never 
succeeded . 

But sometimes, even very rare occurrences could indeed happen. 
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><p>A large aircraft landed on Drakonehm months later. Drakonehm 
wasn't famous merely for being inhabited mostly by dragons; they had 
other exotic animals, including six-legged deer and wild cattle, fish 
with six side fins and two tails, and large rabbits with only two 
hind legs. And there were plants only found on Drakonehm, which could 
be used as food, medicine, or drugs . <p> 

But dragons were still the most famous element of the planet. Two 
forms of aliens came to do something with the dragons: sightseers, 
only wanting to watch, and perhaps study, the dragons in their 
natural habitat, and poachers, capturing dragons illegally whether to 
kill for food or material gain, or capture to own as pets or sell to 
zoos or circuses. 

A group of poachers had landed on Drakonehm looking for dragons. They 
were yellow-skinned, bald, had round eyes, broad noses, wide, thin 
mouths, and webbed feet and hands. They wore patchy hunter clothes, 
gloves designed for webbed f ingered-hands , and brown boots. Their 
weapons were guns, bows and arrows, and rope that almost nothing 
could rip. 

These greedy aliens were called Vruttoms. 

The group of ten scouted the landscape, looking around for dragons. 
They didn't know what kind they would come up against. But no matter 
what kind, they all agreed to do the same thing first: tie the mouth 
shut. The mouth was where the dragon's main weapon was, no matter if 
they breathed fire, ice, or poison gas. 

After several minutes of looking, they stopped under a tree to take a 
break. The leader had asked his companions to keep an eye on any 
dragons walking by. 

One had left to take a walk, but he ran back, gasping. "What?" The 
leader asked. 

"Dragon! I saw a dragon!" 

"What kind?" 

"An Ignisa€lbut it's strange-looking . " 

"What do you mean?" The leader stood up and grabbed his rope and 
gun . 

"Come and see. It was hunting, and should be landing soon." 


All nine of the Vruttoms followed him and hid behind several large 



rocks. They saw a small, humanoid-looking Ignis dragon. What was even 
stranger was she had icy-blue stripes and eyes, and her belly was 
furry instead of plated. She was also wearing a wide necklace with 
large amethysts. She was flying down to the ground with a large 
two-legged rabbit in her arms. 

She sat on the ground, folding her leathery wings. Holding down the 
dead rabbit with one foot, she pulled it apart, held one leg in her 
front paws, and tore the meat from the bones hungrily. 

"I've never seen a dragon that small." One Vruttom remarked. 

"I thought you said it was an Ignis." The leader said to the Vruttom 
who told them about the dragon. 

"I did," He said. "She's orange with leathery wings, isn't 
she? " 

"But look at her stripes and eyes," Another Vruttom pointed out. "And 
what's that around her neck?" 

"It looks like a necklace. Could be worth a lot of money." 

"What will we do with the dragon? She might be upset that we'll take 
her necklace. Everyone knows dragons are extremely greedy when it 
comes to their treasure." 

"We'll worry about that later. She's not as big as normal dragons. 

So, it'll be easier to subdue her." The leader said. "We'll capture 
her alive, and see what to do with her." He made a noose with his 
rope, and threw it her way. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Crystal gulped down the two-legged rabbit, sighing with 
satisfaction. She had been enjoying life on her own for the past 
several months. She could do whatever she wanteda€"including 
improving on her ice breatha€"hunt and eat whatever she wanted, and 
fly anywhere she wanted. <p> 

It was every dracling's dream. 

But she wasn't a dracling anymore. She was older and wiser, and was 
also quite lonely. She missed her family, even though her father 
basically disowned her, her sister was ashamed of her, and her mother 
didn't help her as much as Crystal thought she should have. 

She still had nightmares of what happened that day, when she laid 
massacre on her clan, murdering her family. She didn't know how many 
survived, or if anyone survived. She had been so deep into her rage 
that everything seemed a blur of orange and white. 

There were nights when she would lay curled up in her sleep, late at 
night, moaning and crying in her recurring nightmares. They were 
nightmares of blasting dragons with ice, and were filled with the 
screams of her parents. 

Crystal shook her head, shivering from the memories. "That's in the 
past." She muttered. "Don't think about it. It's over and done 
with . " 



As she ducked her head to grab another mouthful of meat, something 
went whizzing by, barely grazing her ears. Her head shot up, looking 
to her right. It was a thick, dark-silvery rope knotted into a noose. 
It was on the ground, draping over her neck. 

She looked to her left, spying strange yellow aliens. Her ears perked 
up in surprise. _Front-set eyes, walking on hind legs, using their 
front paws as utensils, wearing furless-skin; they must have 
aircrafts, or space ships, or whatever they're calleda€land they're 
trying to capture me!_ 

She quickly shook the rope off and took off into the sky. Then, an 
arrow flew through her wing, startling her and causing her to fall to 
the ground. 

The yellow aliens surrounded her, aiming their guns and arrows at 
her. Crystal stood up, growling. Her wing had been injured, and was 
bleeding, so she wasn't sure if she could take off. She was going to 
have to fight her way out of this. 

She swiped some down with her tail, roaring, and then froze a few 
others with her ice breath. 

"I thought you said she was an Ignis!" The leader snarled. 

"I did! I didn't know she could breathe ice!" 

Crystal fought as hard as she could, but despite her strength, wits, 
and ice breath, she was vastly outnumbered. Ropes were thrown, 
grabbing her arms and legs. One alien clamped her mouth shut with one 
hand, and pulled off her usekh with the other, much to her 
horror . 

"No!" She screamed, surprising the aliens. But it was too late. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN I think this is one of this story's longer 
chapters . * * 

**I don't know about any of you, but I think if someone was shrunken 
down and rearranged (for this example, a four-legged dragon is 
shrunken, and rearranged so it's kinda anthro-looking) there 'd be a 
lot of pain, especially in the bones. Plus, when looking at the Hulk 
(who, again, wasn't part of Crystal's inspiration, just a 
coincidence) when Bruce Banner transforms into the Hulk, he looks 
like he's in pain, though I'm not sure if his bones expand, or just 
his muscles. I didn't see the 2008 Hulk movie, just _Thor_ and 
_Avengers_. ** 

**As I stated before (and forgot to say in the last chapter) I'm not 
very good at writing "action-y" scenes, mostly battle and war scenes. 
I do try my best, though I've gotten a tad bit lazy after taking a 
month-long break. I guess, all in all, I can imagine this great 
battle scene in my head, but can't really put it on paper ... text , 
rather. So, hopefully my boring battle scenes don't put a huge damper 
on the story . * * 


**I came up with the yellow alien species name by going to an alien 



species name generator, which displays ten different alien species 
names randomly, and just chose one of them. Another thing I have 
trouble with is choosing names for characters/creatures, and creating 
alien species, for that matter. Kinda ironic in that I can create OCs 
that a lot of people seem to like, but I have trouble making a simple 
alien race :X Also, the prey on Drakonehm is just me taking random 
prey animals and making them unusual.** 

**I had also wrote most of these chapters in one night, so I think I 
was also tired when I wrote them.** 


7 . Chapter 6 

**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and Marvel.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The first thing she felt was pain. It was similar to the pain 
that shrunk and rearranged her body months before. Now it was not 
only rearranging her body again, but stretching everything as well. 
And it was just as painful. <p> 

But there was something else. Something Crystal couldn't quite 
decipher. As she hunched on the ground, crying out in pain, she 
became aware that her self-control was being slowly taken over by 
something bigger. It was as if something, or someone, had hypnotized 
her, and was starting to try and manipulate her. She tried to fight 
it, but wasn't strong enough. 

All she could do was watch. 

As soon as she was in her huge true form. Crystal glared at the 
Vruttoms with eyes that seemed to be purely icy-blue orbs, baring her 
sharp teeth. She threw her head back with a mighty roar, and reared 
up on her hind legs, causing the Vruttoms holding the ropes attached 
to her front legs to fly into the air, screaming and clinging to the 
ropes. She swiped her tail around, roaring and chasing the eight 
Vruttoms that were still unfrozen from her previous fight. She fired 
her icy breath, freezing two more of the yellow aliens. 

This went on for several minutes, and she still didn't calm down. 

"Put her necklace back on!" The Vruttom leader yelled. 

"What?! Why?" The Vruttom asked, clutching the usekh to his 
chest . 

"Did you not see what happened?! She is out of control, unless that 
necklace is around her neck!" 

"How will we put it on though? She won't stop moving for 
anything ! " 

The leader grabbed the rope Crystal shook off previously, and managed 
to lasso her mouth, clamping it shut. Two other Vruttom helped pulled 
rope down, keeping Crystal's head down, and trying to keep her from 
moving around so much. 


The Vruttom grabbed the end of the rope, and strung it through the 



usekh. The three other Vruttoms let it slide past their hands, and 
another slid it down the rope and around her neck. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>While she raged about, attacking the yellow aliens with ice, 
tooth, and nail. Crystal tried her best to fight against her rage. It 
was as if her brain had been overtaken by a rage-inducing virus, and 
she was still critically ill.<p> 

Then, through the fuzziness and anger, she felt something cool and 
heavy settle around her neck and on her shoulders. _Thank the dragons 
above, my usekh !_ 

The pain came again, this time shrinking her body down to its 
previous size. And she felt the overpowering rage begin to reside, 
clearing her mind. But with the pain and rage leaving her, there also 
came exhaustion, both from pain and raging. As her body slowed down 
its shrinking, she laid on the ground, panting heavily. 

The Vruttoms stood where they were, keeping a hold of the ropes that 
held Crystal's arms, legs, and mouth. "a€ll think we can all agree to 
keep that necklace on her." The leader said breathlessly. 

The five Vruttoms, who weren't frozen, nodded in agreement. The two 
aliens that helped their leader hold Crystal's mouth, and the one 
that wasn't holding one of her limbs, grabbed some large rocks, and 
began chipping the ice away, trying to save their four companions. 
Luckily, they were in the warmer parts of Drakonehm, and the ice was 
already beginning to melt. 

"What should we do with her?" One Vruttom holding Crystal's leg 
asked. "Kill her?" 

"Certainly not!" The leader shook his head, surprising the others. 
"She seems to be a rare sort of dragon: an Ignis who breathes 
ice . " 

"Fire dragons don't breathe ice," Another Vruttom pointed out. "Not 
normally, anyway." 

"That's what makes her so rare. And she should make us a lot of 
moneyaClall we need is to find the right buyeraC 1 and I think I have 
an idea." The Vruttom tapped his wide chin, and his thin lips curled 
into a smirk. "Let's tie her up and get her to the aircraft. I'll 
need to make a call." 

■jk" ■jk" "jk" 


><p>Crystal was very confused, angry, and scared when she woke up. 

Her arms were tied together and against her chest, her legs and tail 
were tied together, her wings were tied to her body, and she had a 
muzzle. She was in a dark room all alone, and she was vaguely aware 
that it was moving. <em>Where am I? This doesn't look like 
Drakonehm. <em> 

Her brain struggled to think back to what had happened. _I 
encountered those aliensaC 1 they tried to capture me, and they took my 
usekha€l_She shuddered at the memory of losing the usekh, and 
essentially losing her sanity briefly. It reminded her of what 



happened to her clan that day. 


Crystal shook her head, snorting as best she could. _Don't think 
about that; try to think about what happened to you._ 

She remembered when the usekh was placed back around her neck. At 
that time, it was the best feeling in the world. She smiled at the 
thought of it. _But then I fell unconsciousaC 1 did those aliens take 
me back to their aircraft?_ 

Crystal growled at the thought of being kidnapped. _At least they 
know not to steal my usekh. OtherwiseaC 1 _She didn't finish her 
thought . 

Outside, the Vruttom leader, K'Dhae, was finishing up a visual call 
with his friend, a Plalseo named Gikan. He was a short, light-orange 
alien with a big belly, a flat round nose, and small, black eyes. He 
had a mop of darker orange hair, and wore an official-looking red 
trench coat over a black shirt and pants. 

Gikan ran a traveling zoo, which was a giant saucer-shaped spaceship, 
filled with exotic animals from various planets. As a poacher, K'Dhae 
said that during his travels, he would keep an eye out for any 
animals that looked promising. 

And promising the Ignis dragon that breathed ice did. 

"You tollin' me the thing normally should breathe fire, but breathes 
ice instead?" Gikan asked incredulously. 

"Believe me, old friend, I didn't believe it when I saw it." K'Dhae 
sighed. "She's a fighter even without her necklace. Froze two of my 
men, she did." 

"'Without her necklace'?" 

"Yeah. She's wearing some wide, golden necklace with purple gems. 

When we took it off, she suddenly turned into a bigger dragon and 
went on a rampage like you wouldn't believe. Froze two more men." He 
glanced back at the four Vruttoms laying side-by-side in a clear box 
that was slightly fogged from the heat inside. They were going to be 
dropped off at the hospital once they landed on the planet Gikan 's 
zoo ship was currently residing. "So, keep the necklace on 
her . " 

Gikan nodded, stroking his chin. "How big is she?" 

"Six feet tall, I think. Maybe a bit bigger. Her wings are probably 
about as wide as she is tall, and she has a long tail." 

Gikan was already calculating how big a cage he would need to keep 
her in. "How much?" 

"20,000 units." 

"What?! 10,000 units." 

" 15 , 000 ." 

"12,000. Last offer, K'Dhae." 



Humming, the Vruttom nodded, "All right, you've got a deal. We'll be 
arriving in a couple hours, I suspect. And Gikana€ 1 don ' t take off her 
necklace." The visual message ended. 
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><p>K'Dhae's small poacher ship soon found the planet, Slomia, where 
Gikan was stationed. Gikan stepped onto the smaller ship, leaving a 
large carrier on a low truck outside. "Welcome, old friend." D'Khae 
greeted, arms stretched outwards . <p> 

"It's good to see you too, K'Dhae. Do you still have the 
dragon? " 

"Indeed. Men! Bring her in!" 

Four Vruttoms came out of a room, two of each dragging something by a 
rope. Dragged into the room was Crystal, with her arms and wings 
still tied up, though her legs were released so she could walk. Her 
snout was also tied shut by the ropes which she was being dragged by. 
She tossed her head around, huffing through her nostrils angrily. She 
glared at all of the aliens in the room, including the new 
light-orange one. 

"So, this is the dragon you picked up from Drakonehm?" Gikan 
asked . 

K'Dhae nodded. Gikan circled around Crystal, who eyed him 
untrust ingly . "Quite an interesting specimen." He said. "And she 
breathes ice?" 

"Just ask our st ill-crit ically-cold Vruttoms." 

"And she has light-blue stripes and eyes instead of red." One of the 
Vruttoms holding the dragon added. 

"Hmm. She'll make a good addition to my zoo." 

"Do you have the units?" K'Dhae asked, rubbing his webbed 
hands . 

Gikan nodded, tossing a closed, metallic box to the yellow alien. 

"Her carrier is outside. Follow me." 

The Vruttoms dragged Crystal, still tossing her head and growling, 
out of the ship, and into the carrier, where she had to lay down and 
curl her tail around herself. They reached through closable holes, 
loosened the ropes around her upper body and snout, and pulled them 
out and quickly shut the holes. 

Crystal shoved her shoulders against the sides of the carrier, 
roaring and blowing ice out through small holes in the door. All that 
did was throw tiny ice balls out of her carrier and freeze the inside 
of the carrier's door. 

Gikan laughed loudly. "She _does_ breathe ice! She'll be the star of 
my collection! She is money well-spent." 


"You're welcome, Gikan. Now, if you excuse me, I must escort my 



thawing Vruttoms to the hospital." D'Khae and the four other Vruttoms 
turned and went back into the airship. 


Gikan grinned down at the carrier. "Yes, money well-spent indeed. Not 
only do I have a dragon, but one who is almost the size of us aliens, 
and can breathe ice, despite being born a fire-breather. Today must 
be my lucky day." Chuckling, he boarded the truck and began driving 
into his large airship. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN I've been kinda influenced in my writing by Stephen 
King lately (I've been reading Cujo for the past month) It really 
shows it in Crystal's POV during her "Hulk-out" (unless someone 
suggests something better, that's what I'll call it when she loses 
her usekh and turns into her true form) I'm also trying to write 
action-y scenes, including battle/war scenes a bit more detailed. 
Speaking of which, I've noticed when I'm describing a scene from a 
movie, I do pretty well; when I'm describing something in my head, 
that's another story. Not sure why it is...** 

**I was originally gonna have Crystal be bought by a circus, and put 
in a lion tamer-esque act. But after a while, I realized this 
wouldn't really do so well with the story. So, I decided to put her 
in a zoo, though in this alien's case, "zoo" is used in a loose term. 
It's more of a collection of animals. I suppose like the Collector 
from the movie (kind of a weird dude, in my opinion) but with 
strictly animals.** 

**So, if I write correctly, we should be meeting Rocket and Groot in 
the next chapter. After that, chapters won't come daily anymore; 
there'll be a bit of space in between updates.** 


8 . Chapter 7 

**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and Marvel.** 

**random: Funnily enough, even though I haven't seen Frozen, I know 
the general story and characters . And especially when I was writing 
the parts after Crystal leaves home and steals the usekh, it was very 
inspired by Let it Go . I just chose for Crys to have ice powers 
because it's different from the average fire-breathing 
dragon . * * 

**Stephen King is a famous writer, very well-known for writing horror 
stories, such as Cujo, Misery, Carrie, and The Shining, though he's 
written other genres of stories as well. He just has an interesting 
writing style, including small excerpts of backstory for secondary 
characters, and in the case of Cujo, writing in the POV of Cujo, who 
is a St. Bernard who comes down with rabies.** 

**Maybe : ) ** 

**I'm actually planning on writing a Felidae/Warriors crossover (both 
have cats as main characters, though the former is an adult 
horror/mystery film, and the latter is a whole series of feral cats 
living in clans in the forest) and more than likely will involve 
literal cat fights. So if and when I write that. I'll probably have 



quite a bit of practice in that field.** 


* * 


* 


><p>Gikan drove the carrier next to a larger cage. This cage was made 
of thick bars all in a row, and a roof and floor made of solid steel, 
and a door that slid up and down, with a smaller door in the middle 
to allow food in.<p> 

Gikan pressed a button, opening the carrier. Crystal ran out, 
smashing her face against two of the bars in the cage. She pulled the 
end of her snout out between two bars, shook her head, and looked 
over her shoulder just as the cage was closed at locked. 

"You're a one in a million dragon," Gikan grinned, standing in front 
of the cage, stubby fingers laced. "You were meant to breathe fire, 
yet you breathe ice." 

_Don't remind me._ Crystal growled. She had lost her voice from all 
of the roaring and growling, and something told her to not reveal 
that she could speak. Dragons had evolved to be able to speak all 
sorts of languages. 

"You're going to make me so much money, I can taste it already." He 
slurped and licked his lips greedily, making the dragon cringe in 
disgust. "Yes, well-spent money indeed." He turned and left, laughing 
to himself. 

Crystal sat down, leaning back against the bars of the cage. She 
stretched her legs forward, sighing heavily. She had the intention of 
leaving Drakonehm for months, but she didn't have this method in 
mind. She didn't think she would be kidnapped and sold. She didn't 
quite understand what she was meant to do in a cage, and she had a 
feeling she wouldn't like it. 
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><p>Crystal was right in that she wouldn't like her new life. She was 
stuck in a cage only big enough so she could stand, spread her wings 
all the way, and walk around. She was never let out to fly, and she 
certainly couldn't run around without almost smacking into the bars 
of the cage . <p> 

Meat was slipped into the cage two times a day. She was also chained 
to the side of the cage whenever her cage was cleaned so she wouldn't 
escape. Each time the door was unlocked and relocked, she paid close 
attention to how the lock worked. 

At some point, she slipped her tail through the bars, stuck the tip 
of her tail dagger into the keyhole, and jiggled it around, trying to 
unlock it. But she didn't know how to picklock, and she was caught by 
one of Gikan 's workers. 

As punishment. Crystal went a full day without food, and her tail 
dagger was painfully cut off so the end of her tail looked like a 
Terran lizard's, and so she wouldn't try to break out again. 


Crystal nursed her injured tail, sending glares at anyone who walked 
by her cage. This included visitors to the zoo airship. 



The airship she now lived in, called the CS Tesserae, was often 
frequented by tourists and planet locals, wanting to see the animals 
Gekin collected. It was more of a collection than a zoo, because the 
animals were in small cages that they could only walk and turn around 
in, as opposed to large exhibits that they could run around in. In 
this "zoo," Crystal was the newest attraction, being advertised as a 
rare dragon that was the size of a typical Terran. 

For the first day, she laid curled up in the large cage, facing away 
from the crowd. The crowd was made up of all sorts of aliens in all 
sorts of colors, all gawking and pointing at her in awe and delight. 
But when Gikan saw Crystal ignoring the crowd, he smacked her nose 
through the bars with a cane, and poked at her until she turned 
around. Realizing how stiff her limbs were, she stood on her toes, 
stretching her legs, and spread her wings as far as they could, 
making the crowd cheer. 

Gikan was right in that she would make him money. When word got out, 
everyone from all corners of the planet, and others for that matter, 
wanted to see the Terran Ice Dragon, as she was dubbed. She had been 
"coaxed" into showing her ice breath when Gikan turned off the air 
conditioner blowing into her cage, and she had to cool herself 
of f . 

After a while. Crystal "entertained" the crowds by pacing around her 
cage, either on all fours or on her hind legs, stretching her wings, 
and occasionally freezing the bars of her cage. 

But she was also able to entertain herself, to an extent. While she 
lost her spear-shaped tail dagger, her tail was now fully-prehensile . 
While she was laying or sitting, leaning against the sides of her 
cage, she would slip her tail out between the bars, and would 
secretly take objects from visitors viewing her, including water 
bottles in carriers, food from bags, and wallets from pockets. But 
she had no use for thema€"unless she was thirsty or hungrya€"and left 
them in front of her cage, and pulled her tail back in, leaving 
everyone none the wiser. 

But despite these little fun activities. Crystal still hated her 
current living situation. She could barely move around, she couldn't 
fly at all, and she had to keep silent; something inside her just 
told her to stay silent, or she would be in bigger trouble. 

She was surprised the aliens that captured hera€"which she learned 
were called Vruttomsa€"didn ' t tell Gikan that she yelled out "no" 
when they removed her usekh. 
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><p>One day. Crystal was sitting in her cage, as usual. Every now and 
then, she would create a large ball of ice, which she would then gnaw 
on. It didn't satisfy her thirst, she was just bored. <p> 

Very few people had come to the CS Tesserae. Only a few people were 
scattered about, most of which were looking at other caged creatures. 
Not that Crystal cared. 

She heard a grumpy voice sound from behind. "aClonly promised to take 
you here because we got such a good load last time. So, you better be 
grateful . " 



"I am Groot . " ** [Very grateful.]** 


Perking her ears up curiously. Crystal stood up and turned around, 
gripping two bars. She looked down in time to see a small, furry, 
gray creature with a dark mask, and bushy ringed tail walk by. He was 
dressed in an orange suit with black accents, and carried a large gun 
over his shoulder. 

Following behind him was a tall, brown tree-like creature. He had 
green moss spattered across his body, and glanced around the ship 
with curiosity. 

As the two walked by. Crystal's sharp nose picked up the scent of 
wood and moss, which she always liked. Then, her nose began to itch. 
She wrinkled it until it went away, sighing. But all of a sudden, she 
sneezed loudly, sending snowflakes flying towards the tree-like 
creature. _My stupid nose _always_ gets me in trouble !_ 

The tree creature froze and turned around. He had a somewhat flat 
face, with no nose, and small, black, kind-looking eyes. He cocked 
his head at her and approached the cage, forgetting about his 
friend . 

Crystal stayed still and quiet, staring at the tree creature, who 
stared back at her. They remained silent for several seconds before 
Crystal whispered pitifully, before she could stop herself, "Help 


The tree creature blinked in surprise and confusion. "Hey, Groot!" 

The voice from before yelled. "What the heck 're you doing?" The furry 
creature trotted up to him. "What are you looking at?" He looked up 
at Crystal, and his eyebrows rose. "Never seen a dragon like this 
before . " 

"I am Groot." ** [She asked me to help her.]** 

"She 'asked' you? She talked?" 

"I can hear you two." Crystal deadpanned. 

The furry creature jumped, turning to her. "Well, ain't that nice? 
Well, look. Dragon, we're not staying for long. We only came because 
Groot wanted to visit the CS Tesserae. We're not heroes looking to 
rescue the innocent." 

Crystal curled her teeth at the small alien. "Well, I had no way of 
knowing. All I want is for someone to get me out of this hellhole. 
Don't either of you know what it's like to be in a small cage, where 
the only things you can do is walk around in a small space and lay 
down? " 

The furry creature's ears tilted in slight sympathy. "Yeah, I know. 
But why would we free you?" 

"I am Groot!" ** [Rocket! She's desperate.]** 

"As much as I loathe to admit it, I _am_ somewhat desperate." 

The creature, evidently named Rocket, did a double-take at the 



dragon . 


"You can understand Groot?" 


"Sure. We Drakonehm dragons can understand almost all 
languagesa€ 1 though a select few escape us." 

"You're from Drakonehm?" 

"I was. I was captured by Vruttoms and sold to this greedy alien, who 
is exploiting me for money." 

Groot moved his hand through the bars of the cage and patted 
Crystal's head sympathetically. She chuckled, leaning her head 
against the comforting pat. 

"Listen, it looks like Groot wants to help you, buta€"" 

"Hey!" Gikan stormed in, snarling like an animal. "Get away from 
her ! " 

Rocket jumped back, and Groot stepped away as well. "Step away from 
my dragon! Unless you want to be her next dinner! Scram!" 

"Jeez, pushy." Rocket scoffed, walking away with a shake of his head. 
Groot followed him, glancing back sorrowfully at Crystal, who 
shrugged . 

"Don't get any ideas about using baby-doll eyes to get away." Gikan 
hissed in the dragon's face. "Because I'm not losing anything that 
makes me big money!" 

Curling her lip. Crystal blew a gust of ice into his face, creating 
thick frost on his nose and upper lip. 

He jumped back, crying out in surprise. He wiped the frost off of his 
face, glaring at her. "For _that_, you can forget about eating, even 
if those two come back!" He stomped away, grumbling under his 
breath . 

Even though she could already feel her stomach complaining of the 
upcoming hunger. Crystal felt that was worth it. 
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><pXstrong>AN So, Gikan is very greedy when it comes to money (or 
units, as the GotG universe calls it; I might forget every now and 
then) ** 

**I was actually kinda torn between Crystal losing her tail dagger or 
not. On the one hand, she could use it as a weapon; on the other, in 
my mind, it'll make it easier for her to pickpocket. In the end, I 
decided she would lose it (ain't I nice? :3)** 

**Not quite how I envisioned Rocket and Groot being introduced into 
the story, but whatever. Groot ' s pretty easy to write (I decided 
since this is written in Crystal's POV, and Drakonehm dragons 
understand multiple languages [they're totally lost on sign language 
though] I would translate Groot-speak) it's Rocket that I'm kinda 
having trouble with. I tried to make him kinda indifferent to 
Crystal's situation, but at the same time, understanding in terms of 
being kept in a small cage, which I assumed he would know from 



experience when it comes to his backstory, if that makes sense. 
Hopefully he's not too OOC though.** 


**I'll probably post the next chapter tomorrow, since I want more 
Rocket and Groot involved before I switch to having chapters coming 
out every few days.** 


9. Chapter 8 

**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and 
Marvel . * * 

**Nin jaDino721 : Thanks :D I DO try to have my plots well thought out. 
I actually think them up months before I write them (this story, for 
example, I began "thinking up" before GotG came out on DVD) I'm glad 
you're liking this.** 

**random gal: I guess that's true.** 

**Yeah, he's such a sweetheart :3 Part of the reason why he's my 
favorite of the Galaxy Guardians.** 

**That's also true. I didn't really think about that in advance, but 
I had it in mind when writing this chapter (you'll see what I mean) I 
hope I wrote him well in this.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Rocket rubbed his temples, groaning. If he had longer hair, he 
would be tugging at it. He wanted to get out of the city before 
anyone recognized him or Groot, but his partner was the very thing 
keeping them there. All because he wanted to free some dragon he had 
just met . <p> 

"Groot, seriously! She's a zoo animala€"" 

"I am Groot." He corrected his furry friend. 

"All right, a zoo animal that talks. But that doesn't mean we need to 
save her. What, should we save every animal that talks to us and 
lives in a zoo?" 

"I am Groot?" 

"No, I didn't hear the others talk. I doubt they could. If they did, 
no doubt they'd be asking to be set free as well. What makes this 
dragon so special?" 

Groot just stared down at Rocket with an expression that was somehow 
both stern and pleading. 

The furry alien clenched his fists over his eyes in frustration. He 
then remembered the dragon was wearing some sort of wide collar-like 
necklace with large amethysts. _Could be worth a lot._ The greedy 
side of him whispered. 

_Dragons aren't known to share their treasure. _ His logical side 
countered . 



_Maybe she'll be grateful enough when we save her that she'll let you 
have it._ 

Sighing, Rocket dropped his hands. "All right, buddy. You wanna save 
her? Fine. At night, let's go back." 

Groot smiled widely, and grabbed Rocket in a hug. "Ack! Put me down, 
ya sap!" He shouted, squirming until the tree creature set him back 
down . 

That night. Rocket and Groot snuck back into the CS Tesserae after it 

was closed. Gikan had announced earlier that day that it was the last 

day he and his zoo would be on Slomia. 

So the thieving duo had to hurry. 

It was fairly easy to sneak in. Gikan was so cheap that he didn't 
have security cameras, or any kind of security measures, for that 
matter; just a lot of locks, which Groot made quick work of 
destroying . 

Rocket looked around in the dim lights for the dragon he and Groot 
met earlier that day. He didn't like being back here. He hadn't even 
wanted to go earlier that day. Being around the cage animals reminded 
him too much of his past, when he was nothing but a science 
experiment. He shivered at the memories of being vivisected and put 

back together, over and over, before he was able to escape. 

Shaking his head of the memories, he continued to look around. Out of 
the corner of his eye he saw the large cage containing the orange and 
icy-blue dragon. She was curled up, asleep, with her arms crossed in 
front of her chest and necklace. 

"Groot!" Rocket whispered harshly. "She's over here!" 

Groot hurried over to the cage as Rocket climbed up the bars and on 
top . 

Crystal was woken from her slumber by something skittering up the 
side and top of her cage. She blinked the sleep from her eyes, 
yawned, and looked to see a wooden creature with black eyes, and 
triangle-shaped peaks on the top of his head. 

"Groot?" She mumbled, still a little sleepy. "Wha' are you doing 
here? " 

"Shush!" Rocket said, looking down at her, upside down, from the roof 
of the cage. "We're bustin' you outta here." 

Crystal smiled, now wide-awake. "Really?!" 

"Shh! Don't talk so loud! You'll attract attention." 

"The padlock is towards the middle," She said, nodding at the door. 
"The key's the only thing that unlocks it. I tried to unlock it with 
my tail dagger, but they caught me and cut it off." 


"Hah! I don't need a key." Rocket grinned. He climbed onto the door, 
and stuck one claw into the keyhole. He jiggled it around, laying his 



ear against the door above the keyhole. 


Crystal stood up and watched the furry alien with wide eyes. "What 
convinced you to help me?" 

"It's not 'what,' it's 'who.' Groot really wanted to help 
you . " 

Crystal turned to Groot, who smiled at her. She smiled back. "Thank 
you, Groot . " 

"Don't thank us yet," Rocket said, still picking the lock. "You're 
not out yet. By the way," He grinned down at her, glancing at the 
usekh. "That's a nice-looking necklace you got." 

Crystal fingered the gold plates and large amethysts. "It's the Usekh 
of Humanus . It's an ancient treasure of Drakonehm." 

"Mow'd you get it in _your_ handsaC 1 or around your neck, rather?" 

"I stole it." She shrugged. 

"Really?" Rocket's eyebrows shot up. "Sure looks fancyaC 1 and 
expensive. How much do you think it's worth?" 

Crystal narrowed her eyes, glancing at Groot, who shrugged. "It's a 
priceless treasure, both to Drakonehm and to me." 

"Sure it is. But how much money do you think it could get? We could 
split it three ways." 

"aClI'm sorry, Mr. Rocket. I'm afraid you misunderstood me. I'm not 
giving you my usekh. It goes where I go." She said slowly. "It's more 
important than just how much it's worth." 

"How so?" He asked, finally unlocking the door. But he didn't get 
down and open it . 

"Believe me, it's better that you don't know." Crystal pushed the 
door open, to Rocket's surprise, and stepped out, stretching all of 
her limbs happily. "I can finally walk more than a tail's length!" 

She cheered. 

"Shut up!" Rocket exclaimed, jumping down. 

"What's going on out there?!" A voice yelled. 

Crystal's eyes widened, recognizing the voice as Gikan's. "Run!" 
Rocket shouted. He and Groot ran to the entrance, with Crystal 
following close behind on all fours. The other caged animals, 
awakened by the loud voices, cheered for their escaped comrade. 

Just as they were approaching the exit, Gikan and all of his workers, 
which were dozens of other Plalseoes, blocked their way. 

Rocket and Groot skidded to a halt. "You two again?" Gikan growled. 
"Don't try to free my dragon!" 

"Too late, fatty." Rocket grinned. He and Groot stepped to the sides, 
revealing Crystal, who was standing on her hind legs. 



Gikan's face morphed into one of surprise and horror. When Crystal 
was in her cage, he could control her better, and had dominance over 
her. But when she was outside, and he was without a weapon, he was 
powerless . 

Smirking, Crystal breathed ice on the floor beneath the Plalseoes' 
feet, making it slippery like an ice rink. Gikan and some of his 
workers slipped about, waving their arms around to try and keep their 
balance. The others managed to charge towards the three other 
aliens . 

Rocket climbed onto Groot ' s shoulder as the Flora Colossus roared, 
swiping the oncoming aliens away with his long arms, which grew 
bigger, with more branches branching out. Rocket cocked his gun and 
fired at the Plalseoes with good accuracy. 

Crystal swiped at the Plalseoes with her tail, throwing punches at 
them when they attacked her, and used her teeth at times as well. She 
then saw Gikan trying to run away. Growling, she followed him outside 
and blew a large ice beam at the running alien, freezing him in his 
tracks in a large block of ice. "Let's go, boys!" She 
called . 

Nodding, Groot followed after her. Rocket jumped to the ground and 
ran after them, leaving the dead and unconscious Plalseoes behind. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>Crystal slowed down in the forest, panting. Having stayed in a 
small space for several days, she was a bit out of shape . <p> 

Groot and Rocket caught up to her, glancing back to see if anyone was 
following. "That's a first: a dragon breathing ice." The furry 
creature remarked. 

"Is that a problem?" Crystal snapped bitterly. Her having ice breath 
had gotten her into so much trouble, that while it was a good weapon, 
she was starting to take offence when someone pointed it out. 

"Hey, not at all!" Rocket held his hands up. "It gave us a head start 
in that battle back there." 

"I am Groot." **[It's very unique.]** Groot agreed, smiling. 

"Yeah? My clan thought so too, though not in a good way." She 
scoffed . 

"Look, Dragona€"" 

"Crystala€ 1 though I prefer Crys . " She interrupted. _I think it might 
be high time to have a different name._ 

"Crys, we got you out of that prisonaG"" 

"And I thank you both very much. I owe you one." 

"Yeah, and I got an idea: how about seeing how much this usekh is 
worth?" Rocket suggested, climbing onto Crys ' s shoulder and examining 
it closely. 



Scowling, Crys shrugged her shoulder, knocking him to the ground. "I 
already told you. Ringtail, I can't give it to you." 

"Why the hell not? Are dragons really that greedy with their 
treasure?" Rocket asked, standing and brushing himself off. 

"That, I suppose, and because if it's removed from mea€ 1 it ' s 
dangerous. Let's just say that, and leave it at that. Again, thank 
you, both of you, for getting me out of that prison. I owe both of 
you a great debt." Bowing her head briefly, Crys turned and took off 
into the sky, laughing with joy as she was able to fly again. 

"Jeez, greedy dragons." Rocket grumbled. "'If it's removed from me, 
it's dangerous.' How dangerous could she be if her necklace is 
stolen? " 

"I am Groot . " ** [Leave her alone. It must mean a lot to her.]** The 
Flora Colossus chided. 

"I just don't get how it'd be 'dangerous' if it's taken." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN I don't really know why I didn't have Groot-speak 
translated at the beginning of the chapter. But with Rocket's 
responses, I think it's pretty easy to figure out what he's 
saying . * * 

**Speaking of Rocket, I figured he had seen Crystal's usekh, and with 
it being gold and having large gems, he would think it could be 
expensive. So, he's only agreeing to rescuing her because he thinks 
she can help them get rich. Of course, he doesn't know what will 
happen when the usekh is removed. And the only reason he agreed for 
the money is because A) he was only interested in catching Starlord, 
in the movie, because he had a large bounty over his head, and B) 
most thieves are "in it" for the money. And I reckon he and Groot do 
it to stay alive as well, buying food, at least for Rocket. He 
probably doesn't live primarily off of wild food and trash, like 
Terran raccoons.** 

**I'm really trying to get more details in my battle/ war scenes. I'm 
not necessarily obsessing over it, I just know I need practice with 
them, and I'm trying to get as much practice with them as I 
can . ** 

**The reason Crystal's shortened her name is because she's kinda 
trying to leave the past behind her. Even though it's a shortened 
version of her name, it's a different name nonetheless. So, she'll be 
referred to as "Crys" from here on out instead of "Crystal."** 

**As I said, I'm gonna leave some space in between chapters after 
this one. I actually prefer leaving breaks between chapters because 
not only does it give other people a chance to read the 
newly-uploaded chapter before the new one comes in, but writing 
chapters in one fell swoop can be kinda tiring. I prefer taking my 
time with them by writing a little each day. So, when there's no new 
chapter tomorrow, don't be alarmed.** 



10. Chapter 9 


**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and Marvel.** 

**The Rainbow Devowerer: Yep :) Glad you like this.** 

**aandm20: Thanks :)** 

**random gal: I figured that would be how Rocket would think at 
least . ** 

**I actually had big writer's block, and was kinda lazy with writing. 
But I finally got it done.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>As Crys settled on a strong tree branch to go to sleep, she 
thought back to the curious duo who rescued her.<p> 

Rocket seemed somewhat rude and greedy. But at the same time, he 
seemed like he held a lot of secrets. She thought back to when he 
said he understood what it was like to be in a small cage. And his 
eyes held sympathy for a minute. So, she wondered what happened to 
him to cause him to have that sympathy. 

And then there was Groot . He was a creature unlike one Crys had ever 
seen. She had seen trees her whole life, and she had seen her fair 
share of aliens. But she had never seen an alien tree until that day. 
Even though most people thought he was simply saying "I am Groot," 
but to her, and apparently Rocket, he was speaking like any other 
person. He just didn't say much. And he was quite a friendly and 
sweet creature. After all, he was the first to see Crys, and actually 
responded to her plea, and evidently convinced his friend to help as 
well . 

Crys felt Rocket and Groot were one of those duos who when separate, 
they didn't look like they could go together, but when they were 
together, they just clicked. And she had seen them in battle. They 
worked together well in every way. 

As she drifted off to sleep, she wondered if they would ever bump 
into each other again. 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><p>Early in the morning, Crys ' s ear twitched at the sounds of yells 
from a long ways away. Lifting her head and shaking the sleep from 
her head, she looked around until she determined which direction the 
sounds were. Then, she jumped to the ground, stretched, and ran in 
that direct ion . <p> 

Poking her head through some bushes, she saw Rocket surrounded by 
several Plalseoes, all holding spears. The furry alien had his ears 
pinned back, was growling, and his hind leg was bleeding. His gun was 
held on his back by a leather strap. 

Crys leapt up and into the "battlefield, " landing near Rocket, on two 
legs, with a loud thump. The Plalseoes jumped in surprise, but 
recognized her. "Eancy seein' you again, Crys." Rocket 



remarked . 


"Where's Greet ?" 


"We get separated. He's prebably leaking fer me. 


The Plalseees finally attacked. Crys leapt inte the 
spun areund, freezing a circle ef the Plalseees and 
ef icy crater. Racket climbed and jumped out of the 
didn't get very far before a Plalseo smacked him to 
ground . 


air, hovered, and 
creating a sort 
"crater, " but 
the 


Narrowing her eyes, Crys froze the ground under the Plalseees and 
Rocket, causing them to slip as they ran. Then, she ran across the 
ice on all fours, grabbed the back of Rocket's suit in her mouth, and 
leapt up, pumping her wings. 


Blinking in surprise at being suddenly grabbed. Rocket twisted 
himself around and climbed onto her neck. Her neck spines were short 
and flexible, and he was able to sit between them directly in front 
of her usekh. 


The Plalseees didn't give up easily. One who had lost its spear 
grabbed a rock and threw it at Crys with surprising strength and 
accuracy. It hit her hard in the leg, causing her to begin falling. 
She managed to glide further and into a forest before tumbling to the 
ground, head over heels, making Rocket skid across the ground as 
well . 


Groaning, Crys rubbed the back of her neck, freezing when she didn't 
feel the hard gold plates. "Oh no!" She gasped. "My usekh!" 

"So you lost your necklace, " Rocket scoffed standing up slowly. "Big 
deal . " 

"You don't understand! I need mya€ 1 my usekhaC"" She groaned in pain, 
clutching her head. 

Rocket turned to her, his unspoken harsh words dying in his throat as 
he saw what the lack of usekh did to Crys. Her cries of pain morphed 
into angry roars as she grew into a huge dragon, with long back 
spines, powerful muscles, giant wings, and angry icy-blue eyes. She 
threw her head back in a mighty roar. 

The Plalseees, who came running, froze at the sight of the angry 
dragon. Growing, Crys advanced towards them, baring her sharp 
teeth . 


_I'm not giving you my usekh. It goes where I go . It's more important 
to me than just how much it's worthaCjlf it's removed from mea€ 1 it ' s 
dangerous. _ Rocket's mind played back the hidden warnings Crys gave 
him and Groot when the furry alien tried to take the usekh for money. 
He found himself looking around for the gold necklace, hoping the 
rogue dragon didn't find him as she chased, froze, and fought the 
Plalseees . 


Finally, he found the usekh. It had grown when it fell off of Crys ' s 
neck, but was the same as it had been before: same golden plates, and 
same large amethysts. 



Rocket stared at the large necklace with greedy eyes, trying to 
calculate how much it would go for in the black market. But the small 
logical part of his mind said that Crys would continue to rage 
without the usekh, and possibly go after him should he run with 
it . 

Finally, a familiar alien ran through the trees, black eyes lighting 
up when he saw his friend. He froze when he saw Crys as a raging, 
huge dragon, and stared at Rocket, who still held the usekh. "I am 
Groot?" ** [What's happened?]** 

"This is why she needs her necklace, buddy." Rocket said, standing. 

He looped the usekh around his shoulder and stood up, finally making 
a decision. "Distract her, and I'll try and get it back on her. Just 
be careful, she has ice breath." 

Groot nodded, and lifted Rocket onto his own broad shoulders. He ran 
with long strides to the still-roaring dragon, who had just frozen 
the last Plalseo. 

Crys turned to the Flora Colossus running towards her, and narrowed 
her eyes. She breathed an ice beam to him, but he jumped to the side 
with surprising speed, and threw out his long arm towards her. His 
arm and fingers grew and grabbed her snout, clamping it shut. Rocket 
ran up Groot ' s arm and clung to the dragon's neck as she pulled away 
from Groot, ripping his arm in half, and began tossing her head 
around . 

Groot backed away from her, roaring at her to keep her distracted. 

She chased after him, growing, with steam appearing to blow out of 
her nose, similar to one's breath being seen when the air was 
cold . 

Rocket scurried up to Crys ' s head, hanging on as tight as he could 
with his legs just behind her horns. He pulled the usekh off of his 
shoulder, stretched forward, and swung the necklace, managing to hook 
it around the end of her snout. Before she could notice him, he 
pulled it down over her ears and horns, and slid backwards down her 
neck . 

Crys began shrinking, groaning in pain again as her body shrunk and 
rearranged its bones and limbs. Rocket fell off of her, but was 
caught by Groot before he hit the ground. Cry collapsed on the ground 
as her body was finally back to the form she had lived as for over a 
year. She pushed herself up, groaning in pain, as the memories of the 
past several minutes came back: finding Rocket, helping and rescuing 
him from the Plalseoes, losing her usekh, and thus going rogue. 

She held a hand over her eyes, sighing heavily. She had endangered 
both of her new f riendsa€"she vaguely remembered Groot coming and 
distracting hera€"and they had seen how dangerous she could be 
without her usekh. Part of her was glad Rocket had seen the dangers, 
but she still felt bad. 

Groot slowly approached Crys, ignoring Rocket's hisses to leave her 
alone, and crouched on one knee by her. He felt her guilt and sorrow, 
and somehow knew she hadn't meant to go rogue. Rocket had told him 
all he knew about dragons the previous night, including that they 
normally looked like how Crys looked today without her usekh. So her 
usekh must have some form of magic concealing her true form. 



He laid his hand on her shoulder, ignoring her flinch, and smiled 
gently down at her as she turned to look at him, tears in her eyes. 

He moved his hand up to stroke down her head and rub behind one 
ear . 

Sniffling, Crys nudged her head against his chest, muttering that she 
was sorry. Groot said nothing, and wrapped his arm across her 
shoulders . 

Rocket stood off to the side, staring at the strange sight of a 
dragon, who had previously roared and attacked like a wild animal, 
being comforted by a gentle giant of a Flora Colossus. He slowly 
approached them, eyeing Crys as tears ran down her round furry 
cheeks . 

She saw him out of the corner of her eye. She turned to him and said, 
"RocketaC 1 I ' m so sorry." 

"a€lNow I know what you meant by it being dangerous if you lost your 
usekh." He chuckled dryly. One eye squinted as a small pulse of pain 
shot through his still-injured leg. 

Crys ' s ears perked up at the dried blood on the furry alien's pants, 
remembering when she first saw him among the Plalseoes. "You're 
injured ! " 

Eyes widening, Groot left the dragon, grabbed up his friend, and ran 
out of the forest. Cocking her head, Crys followed after them. 

They came upon a small camp, with a put-out fire, small sleeping bag, 
and a white box with a red plus on it. It was a wonder no one found 
the camp. 

Groot set Rocket down and managed to open the box with one hand, as 
his other had been reduced to a few roots. He took out some wide 
bandages as Rocket pulled the leg of his pants up. 

Crys took the bandages and tore them into thinner strips while Groot 
cleaned Rocket's leg and covered it in medicine. Crys helped the 
Flora Colossus dress the furry alien's wound. 

"So, what's the deal with that necklace?" Rocket asked. "And what 
exactly is your story?" 

"Like I said, it was a treasure on Drakonehm. It turns the wearer 
into this form, but at a heavy price: our true forms are constrained, 
and when the usekh is removedaC 1 I have a theory that the magic 
creates energy in order to constrain our true forms, and when the 
magic is taken away, and the energy causes us to turn into our true 
forms, the energy causes our aggression to skyrocket. But sometimes 
things just can't be explained, I suppose. For me, it's both a gift 
and a curse." 

"I am Groot?" ** [Why did you steal it in the first place?]** Groot 
asked . 

Taking a deep breath, Crys said, "Let's just say in my clan, an Ignis 
that breathes iceaClI'm surprised I'm still alive. Something 
happenedaC 1 something horribleaC 1 and I just left." She shuddered at 



the memories. Groot and Rocket glanced at each other in confusion. "I 
just wanted to be different. Not necessarily when it comes to my ice 
breath, buta€ 1 I didn't want to be the same dragon asa€lthat day. The 
fear of becoming that dragon, of having that ragea€ 1 that makes me 
more scared about losing my usekh than any other dragon wearing 
it . " 

Rocket and Groot figured they wouldn't get the "something horrible" 
out of Crys anytime soon, but they mostly understood why she wanted 
the usekh. "Uma€ 1 thanks , for back there, I guess." Rocket said. 

Crys smiled, understanding that he didn't usually thank people, 
except for Groot, for helping him. "Certainly. I'm sorry that you had 
to see me at my worse." 

"Well, what ' re you gonna do now?" 

"Honest lya€ 1 I have no idea. I guess avoid getting caught again? I'm a 
long, long away from homea€lbut I don't want to go back 
home . " 

Suddenly, there was a sharp, short _whoosh_. Rocket yelped in pain, 
reaching back to feel his shoulder. His eyes widened when he felt a 
dart. "Oh, sha€"" He fell unconscious. 

"I am Groot!" **[Run!]** Groot exclaimed, grabbing up the furry 
alien . 

Crys took off deeper into the forest, slowing down when she didn't 
hear the heavy footsteps behind her anymore. Looking back, she saw 
Groot surrounded by several purple aliens with long hooved legs, 
large tusks poking out of the corners of their mouths, and blue 
horse-like tails. They were all wearing gray clothing with golden 
badges . 

Crys ran back to Groot and Rocket, who was still unconscious, and 
froze one alien. Another alien shot a dart at her, getting her in the 
left thigh. She growled in pain and staggered on her feet, moaning as 
she collapsed on the ground. The purple aliens and Groot stared down 
at her as her vision darkened. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN As I said earlier, I had a lot of writer's block with 
this chapter, and was kinda lazy about getting it done. Hopefully, 
though, it's still going fine.** 

**One scene I always had in mind, before I wrote this story, was Crys 
freezing the ground when she and/or Rocket are fighting other aliens; 
then she slides on her belly, grabbing Rocket by the back of his 
shirt as she slides by him. This chapter also kinda shows how big she 
is compared to at least Rocket: he's able to ride on her 
neck/shoulders just fine.** 

**I'm not sure if I described how her back spines looked when she's 
in anthro-form (in her true form, they're long and thin like icicles) 
But I felt it would look better if they were short. I'm not sure if 
it would be "anatomically-correct " for them to be flexible. I tend to 
add logic to my stories, but I also try to remember that most of the 
fanfics I write are based on fantasy.** 



**Now Rocket's seen what the lack of usekh does to Crys . I hope he 
wasn't too OOC in deciding to give it back to her. But I think even 
if he tried to leave, Groot would catch him and convince him to give 
it back to her.** 

**If you're wondering how Rocket can do all that with an injured 
leg ... adrenalin ' s an interesting thing ;)** 

**I was originally gonna have her join Rocket and Groot after the 
whole fiasco, but it didn't seem right. I was planning on having them 
get caught and imprisoned anyway (it's how Crys gets her "criminal 
reputation") so I felt this would be better.** 

**The aliens that caught them are called Draalps . The name was from 
_Fantasy Name Generators_, while the description was briefly taken 
from _Alien Species Generator _at _Scifi Names_. Again, I tend to not 
be good at coming up with alien species 

**Hopefully the next chapter won't take so long to write and upload 
as this one did.** 


1 1 . Chapter 1 0 

**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and Marvel.** 

**random gal: Thanks :D Glad he isn't too OOC. Yeah, I guess that's 
true, I didn't really think about that. Maybe he was just tired? Not 
only did he get injured, but he also had to briefly deal with a rogue 
Crys . ** 

**Guest: I makes it more interesting, in my opinion. Plus, in regards 
to the ending of the last chapter. Rocket and Groot are wanted 
criminals; Crys was simply captured because she fought the Draalps, 
and was considered dangerous.** 

**Thanks : ) ** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>When she woke up, Crys was sitting, with her arms, legs, tail, 
and neck strapped to the chair she was in, and there was something on 
her head, strapped tightly under her chin.<p> 

As her blurry vision sharpened, she saw the aliens that attacked 
Rocket, Groot, and her. She growled and tried to open her mouth to 
bite or fire ice, but found that her muzzle was tied up as well. 

One alien tapped some buttons on a nearby machine. Crys felt 
pinpricks in her head. They were no more painful than a splinter in 
her foot. What was painful, however, were the electric shocks pulsing 
through the needles that sunk themselves into her skull from the 
helmet on her head. High-pitched screams came from her nose, her body 
spasmed, and her claws sunk into the chair. 

On a computer screen, which she couldn't see, information came up 
about the dragon: her name, age, gender, and details about her past 
life. What she didn't know was that this machine looked through the 



memories in her brain, including the crimes she committed, and 
displayed them on a screen for the aliens, called Draalps, to 
see . 

Crys ' s crimes were several counts of homicide and attempted homicide, 
and one count of thievery. The fact that she associated and worked 
with two other criminals didn't help her much either. 

Finally, the painful pulses stopped, the needles were pulled out of 
her head, and the helmet was taken away. Crys collapsed as much as 
she could in her confined situation, panting through her nose. 

A tall Draalp approached her, arms behind his back. He too wore a 
gray uniform, and a golden badge. The badge had the name "Bloshckor" 
on it. "If you promise to not bite or breathe ice on us, we'll take 
away the muzzle." He bargained. 

Narrowing her eyes, Crys nodded once. She sighed with relief when the 
tight cloth was untied from around her snout. "Now then, are you 
Crystal ? " 

"I prefer 'Crys, ' but yes." 

"And you've committed several counts of homicide and attempted 
homicide? It means murder." Bloshckor added. 

"aClYes." She grumbled. She didn't know why she was admitting this, 
but she was still recovering from the pain she endured, and was too 
tired to try and lie. 

"And you stole a precious treasure?" He tapped the usekh, which was 
still around her neck, with dark-blue hooved-f ingers . 

"Yes. It must stay on me." 

"We're aware of the Usekh of Humanus and its powers. And we'll 
contact the prison guards with this information. However, it will be 
_your_ responsibility of keeping it on and not jeopardizing our 
lives. Now then, you're to come with us. This is your first time in 
prison, yes? Well then, you're in for a real treat." He smirked as 
Crys gave him an incredulous look as she was released from the chair, 
only to have her wrists shackled. 

She was shoved into a room, where mugshots were taken of her from the 
front and sides. Then, she was shoved into a cage with a bunk bed, 
toilet, sink, and a single chair. She growled over her shoulder at 
the treatment, and sat in her chair, sighing heavily. "A fine mess 
you've gotten yourself into, Crys." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>As night began to fall, the prisoners were led into the mess hall 
for dinner. Crys curled her lip at the tray she held, which had 
disgusting-looking food. She wasn't picky, but she wasn't stupid 
either; she knew better than to eat what looked like rotten 
food . <p> 

Her ears perked up when he saw a familiar Flora Colossus. She slowly 
approached him and Rocket, wondering if they would be somehow upset 
with her. 



They were both sitting at a table, all alone. Rocket was wearing a 
green prison uniform, and was poking at his tray of food. He turned 
to the side, finally noticing Crys . "Well, if it isn't Ms. Ice 
Thief. " 

"Don't snap at me. Ringtail." She frowned. "It wasn't my fault we 
were caught . " 

"You probably attracted their attention with your rogue attack." 

"I never meant to lose my usekh." She sat down across from the duo, 
letting her tray smack onto the table. "And besides, it was the 
Plalseoes' fault that happened, which means it was their fault we 
were caught . " 

"I am Groot ! " ** [Stop arguing! This isn't helping.]** Groot frowned, 
sounding surprisingly stern. 

"He's right," Rocket sighed. "What we really need to think about is 
escaping . " 

"How?" Crys scoffed. "These walls look indestructible. And so do the 
ceiling and floor." 

"I got a plan. You're in a cell on ground floor, 
right ? " 

"Yes . " 

"Okay. It seems that this prison was built directly on the dirt. And 
the floor's made of concrete slabs pushed tightly together." 

"So if we remove the slabs, we'll be able to dig out?" 

"Precisely, my icy-breathed friend." Rocket nodded. "But here's the 
tricky part: according to the 'locals, ' the guards patrol past the 
cells at night. So, it'll be slow work digging out, unless you can 
dig within sight of them without them noticing." 

"I have some ideas." Crys smirked. 

"Great. Luckily, Groot and I are in the same cell, and are on ground 
floor as well. So, at night, when there are less guards around, we'll 
pry up the concrete slabs, and start digging. But remember: we have 
to be discrete . " 

Back in her cell, Crys paced around and around, and patted the 
ground, until she found a crack in the floor. It was near the bed and 
by the wall facing the outdoors. Making sure she wasn't being 
watched, she dug at the concrete with her hard claws until she 
created a large piece that she could finally lift up. As Rocket said, 
underneath was pure dirt. 

She lay on the ground so she looked like she was curled up asleep, 
and was in front of the hole. Looking over her shoulder, she began 
digging away. The dirt wasn't too hard to dig through. 

_Wait ! What am I going to do with this excess dirt?_ Looking around, 
she spied the sink and toilet. She took a handful of dirt, and poured 



it down the sink drain hole. Then she took another handful, and 
dropped it in the toilet. 


Once she was starting to feel tired from digging and hiding the dirt, 
she flushed the toilet and ran the sink until the dirt was gonea€"she 
had seen other inmates using the toilet and sink, so she knew what to 
do. Then, she covered the hole with the piece of concrete, laid down 
in front of it, and fell asleep. 

It took several for Crys to dig the tunnel. Luckily, she got a 
roommate, a female Draalp named Varae, who was more than happy to 
help with the digging. Crys would sit directly in front of her new 
friend, who dug with three-fingered hands. The dragon was big enough 
so that Varae was able to dig without being spotted. The guards were 
none the wiser, thinking that the other prisoner was simply sitting 
behind the dragon. 

Finally, a few weeks after being caught and imprisoned, Crys and 
Varae met up with Rocket and Groot again. "How's the tunnel goin' 
along?" The furry alien asked. 

"Great." Crys said. "With Varae helping," She patted her on the 
shoulder. "It's going along twice as fast." 

"Good. How long do you think until you hit the outside 
surface? " 

"I'm not sure. We'll probably try digging upwards tonight." 

"I'll do it," Varae volunteered. "I'm smaller than you." 

"How's your and Groot ' s tunnel coming along?" 

"It's going, don't you worry. I predict that either tonight or 
tomorrow, we'll get out of this dump." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Sure enough, that night, Varae was digging upwards in the tunnel, 
as promised. She squealed when her hand broke through the surface, 
and felt a cold wind. She turned around and popped up behind Crys. 
"We've got wind, Crys."<p> 

"Excellent." Crys grinned. "Don't make a wide hole; we wouldn't want 
anyone to get suspicious. Just dig out a makeshift room big enough 
for me. Then, when Rocket gives us the okay, we'll go down, and pull 
the concrete slab over us." 

"You do it, I'm beat." 

Sighing, Crys ducked down into the tunnel to dig the "room" she 
described. Luckily, Varae had taken the sheets out of the bunk beds, 
saying she didn't like sheets or blankets, and tucked them into the 
top bunk, creating a sort of canopy for the bottom bunk. The guards 
didn't seem to care. If they didn't see Crys, they assumed she was 
asleep in the bottom bunk. 

The next day, during lunch. Rocket gave the okay for the females to 
dig out. "Groot and I are ready to go too. Just don't get 
caught . " 



"We haven't been caught once, right V?" Crys grinned. 

"Not one single time." She nodded. 

"There's a first time for everything." Rocket warned. 

Late that night, after the last guard left, Crys nudged Varae awake. 
"Come one, we got a prison to escape." 

Varae leapt to her feet as the dragon lifted the concrete slab up. 
She jumped down the hole and crawled to the end of the tunnel, 
pausing as Crys stepped down and pulled the slab back over the hole. 
"We'll have to go fast," Varae said. "Or they'll realize something's 


"Lead the way." 

Nodding, Varae stood up, dug away more dirt away from the small hole 
created yesterday. She pulled herself up out of the hole, and stood 
outside the prison, taking a deep breath of the fresh air. "I haven't 
smelled the fresh night air of Slomia in months!" 

"That's nice, but might want to keep it down." Crys said, climbing 
out of the hole. "All right, we need to find Rocket and Groot 
bef oreaC" " 

A bright light suddenly glared over the two aliens. "Freeze!" A voice 
yelled out. 

"Before we're caught." Crys deadpanned. 

"Run!" Varae took off to the right. Crys followed close behind on all 
fours, looking around for Rocket and Groot. 

Finally, she saw them run away from another hole by the prison. 
"You're just getting out?!" Crys exclaimed. 

"I had to get my stuff!" Rocket snapped back, climbing onto Groot ' s 
shoulder. The Flora Colossus caught up to Crys and Varae. 

Glancing behind them, the female Draalp saw a large group of Draalps 
trailing after them. "Good luck, guys!" She suddenly yelled, darting 
to the left, bellowing deeply and loudly. A portion of the Draalp 
army followed after her. 

Crys stalled for a split-second in concern for her friend, but sped 
up again at the sight of the remaining Draalps and the sound of 
Rocket and Groot ' s yells. "Where are we going?" She asked. 

"We're lookin' for a small ship to hijack." He answered, still on 
Groot ' s shoulder. 

Crys searched around, spying an aircraft that wasn't being guarded. 

It wasn't as big as the CS Tesserae, but it would easily fit her. 
Rocket, and Groot. "How about that one?" 

Rocket looked to where she was pointing, and saw a Draalp security 
aircraft. "Perfect!" 



As soon as they reached it, Groot threw open the door. Rocket dove 
in, followed by Crys, and finally Groot jumped in. 


Rocket was already at work, hacking into the ship's wiring. His hands 
flew, and he didn't glance back as the Draalp army came closer and 
closer. "Hurry, they're coming!" Crys cried. 

"Give me a minute!" Rocket growled. Finally, the ship revved to life. 
Grinning, he grabbed the controls, and the ship took off into the 
sky, leaving some angry Draalps behind. "Let's agree to never come 
back to Slomia again?" He asked. 

"At least until they forget about us." Crys nodded. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN I know this update was very slow. My only excuse is 
writer's block, probably not good, but good enough for me.** 

**The Draalp 's methods of finding out a person's criminal record when 
they don't have one was made up by me.** 

**Since Rocket said he and Groot escaped several prisons before the 
movie took place (23, I think he said?) I figured it might be a good 
idea to show one, especially with Crys ' s involvement. I had a tad bit 
of trouble coming up with an escape method because A) I've never been 
to prison, so I wouldn't know the first thing about escaping; B) I've 
never seen prison escape movies, to my knowledge; and C) I've never 
played The Escapists, nor was interesting in watching any YouTube 
Let's Plays of it. So, I figured the easiest was to go the 
old-fashioned way: digging out.** 

**I feel the ending to this chapter was less than perfect, but I'm 
tired of leaving this story in the dust, so it'll have to do. 
Hopefully the next chapter won't take so long to upload. I want to 
get Crys into the movie as soon as possible, but I don't want to do a 
big time jump or drag it out for too long. I have to find the perfect 
medium (is that the correct term?)** 


12 . Chapter 1 1 

**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and 
Marvel . * * 

**xXTigressl776Xx : Thanks for the reviews XD Sorry for not responding 
to each individual one, it's late, and I need to do this fast. But 
I'm glad you like this so far.** 

**The Rainbow Devowerer: They will ;) Three best friends; friendly 
friends (reference to a Pokemon game ; ) ) The movie actually comes 
into play in this chapter.** 

**random gal: Yeah, she was. I kinda had fun writing her.** 

**Thanks :) I don't think anyone's come up with this; plus, since 
it's alien technology, it can be that advanced. Better than a lie 
detector (unless one can have fake memories) ** 



**Ah, thanks :) I'm still learning writing, even after being on here 
for over four years, and I feel I've barely scratched the surface. 
Even though it's not likely I'll be a professional writer, I still 
like learning about writing further (that didn't make much sense XD) 
Okay, thanks :)** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>Crys ' s eyes widened as she stared out the windows of the aircraft 
as it soared away from Slomia. The sky was dark, dark-blue, with 
vague purple smoke-like swirls, and thousands upon thousands of 
stars . <p> 

"Pretty, huh?" Rocket asked offhandedly. 

"'Pretty'? It's beautiful!" She exclaimed. "I didn't think anything 
could be such a gorgeous sight. I could stare at it all day." Her 
ears tilted in thought and slight sadness. "I hope Varae ' s all 
right . " 

"I am Groot . " **[I'm sure she's all right.]** He said kindly. 

"So, Crys, Groot and I've been talking," Rocket said, still driving 
the aircraft. "And he's apparently taken a shine to you." 

Crys smiled shyly. "Aw, that's sweet, Groot." 

The Flora Colossus rubbed the back of his neck, smiling as well. "And 
despite youra€ 1 necklace needs, you've kinda grown on me as well." 
Rocket continued. "And wea€lwell, mostly Groot, were curious if, 
since you don't seem to have any plans-" 

"All right." 

The furry alien blinked in surprise. "'All right'? All right 
what ? " 

"If you two want me to accompany you so badly, I will." She grinned. 
"Besides, as you said, I have no plans of my own. And you both have 
grown on me . " 

"a€lAh, okay. Great." Rocket nodded. "But we're both thieves, Groot 
and I. So, you'll have to learn to be sneaky and sly." 

"Sneaky and sly, right. How does this thing work?" 

Rocket glanced over his shoulder to see Crys staring up the end of 
his gun. "Hey! That ain't for playin' with!" He exclaimed, snatching 
it and placing it back on his back, where it originally was. "How'd 
you get it without me noticing?" 

"Two things: the spear on my tail was taken off, and I was very bored 
on the Tesserae." The dragon explained, her tail tip twitching. "So, 

I had to entertain myself." 

"Huh. Not bad." Rocket smirked. "Crys, with your tail tactics, 

Groot ' s strength, and my gun, I think we're gonna get rich 
someday . " 


■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 



><pXem>Five Yearsa€"and several crime jobsa€"latera€ 1 <em> 


Xandar. A planet some say could be considered an equal to 
Earth/Terra, depending on who's talking. Unlike Earth/Terra, Xandar 
is home to Xandarians, and many other species of aliens. While it is 
rare that Terrans visit or live in Xandar, it isn't unheard of 
either . 

Xandar was also known for being part of a war with the Kree Empire, 
though a treaty had been signed. Xandar was ruled by Irani Rael, the 
Nova Prime, and peace was kept by the Nova Corps. 

It was this planet that Rocket, Groot, and Crys were currently 
residing . 

During the past five years with Rocket and Groot, Crys had learned a 
lot about being a thief and bounty hunter: you had to be sneaky, 
discrete, a good liar, and be very fast when running from anyone, 
including angry cops. Crys was able to be sneaky and discrete with 
her tail, and was very fast on both her legs and wings, but it took 
her a lot of practice to become a good liar. Her ice breath also came 
in handy during fights. 

Crys felt that she also grew up from the scared newly-turned anthro 
dragon to a more mature, aware dragon. She was more aware of how the 
world worked outside of Drakonehm, and of other alien species. She 
was aware of how they could be either kind to a stranger they barely 
met, or kick you while you're down, and laugh about it as they do so. 
"It's a shitty world out there, Crys," Rocket once sighed. Crys was 
lying on Groot ' s legs, as he sat back against a wall, and Rocket 
himself was lying back against Crys ' s side and folded hind leg. 
"People might say they would give their earnings to the poor and help 
the unfortunate to their buddies, but when they're confronted with 
the situation, they'll always have second thoughts." 

Crys ' s ears bent back, and her hands clenched her arms, which were 
crossed in front of her chesta€"this had become a habit ever since 
she began wearing her usekh. When she was young, she didn't think 
there was any evil in the world. Her young, immature mind couldn't 
comprehend it. But now that she had seen the world for what it was, 
she was having second thoughts. 

Yes, she had stolen, murdereda€"though not intentionally at 
firsta€"and escaped prison, but she had no other life. She had 
discarded her previous life when she attacked her colony in a fit of 
rage. She thrust herself into a new, scary world without knowing what 
to do in her new life and body. Rocket and Groot eventually offered a 
new life, and teachings of the world outside of Drakonehm, and she 
accepted, having nowhere else to go. 

Now she had her arms crossed across her chest again, but this time 
she was standing up, leaning back against a building. Her hind claws 
occasionally tapped the concrete, and the tip of her tail 
twitched . 

A green Terran-looking man stepped by her, freezing and glancing down 
at her usekh. His eyebrows shot up, and Crys could swear she saw 
money signs dance in front of his eyes. "Say, Ms. Dragon, that's an 
awful nice necklace." 



"a€10h?" She raised an eyebrow, standing up fully and relaxing her 
arms . 

The man faltered at the full height of the dragona€"she was taller 
than some aliens, but not quite as tall as Groota€"but smiled again, 
moving closer to her" It looks awful heavy. How about you accompany me 
to the pawn shopa€"" 

Pawn shop. Unless that involved selling something she and her friends 
stole, those two words meant someone was trying to steal her usekh. 
Naturally, that was to be avoided, for her sake. Rocket and Groot ' s 
sake, and the sake of the surrounding community. 

The longer the usekh remained around Crys ' s neck, the longer she 
remained in control of her wild side. 

She grabbed the man's arm and tossed him to the ground. He grunted in 
surprise. She kicked him so he rolled away from her. "So sorry," She 
sniffed, tossing her head up. "But my usekh is _not_ for sale. It's 
nothing personal; I just don't make deals that concern mine and 
others' safety." She strolled away to the fountain in the center of 
the city, just overhearing Rocket exclaim happily, "Groot! Crys! 

We're gonna be rich!" 

"All right, boys, what've we got?" She asked, placing her hands on 
her hips . 

"We just got a hot one! 'Peter Quill, ' wanted by Yondu Udonta for 
40, 000 units ! " 

Crys whistled in amazement. "This Yondu must want this guy really 
badly . " 

Rocket glanced to the side and sighed, shaking his head. Crys looked 
to see Groot leaning over the fountain, drinking from it. 

"Groota€lhow many times do I gotta tell you: don't drink from the 
fountain!" Rocket yelled, smacking the Flora Colossus in the leg with 
his hologramic tablet, then checked it to see that it wasn't 
broken . 

"Rocket, don't yell at Groot." Crys said sternly. She turned to 
Groot, who was smiling somewhat smugly. "Groot, don't drink the 
fountain water. You don't know what's in or has been in it." 

Over the past few years of being with the unlikely duo, the dragon 
had become more than just their friend; she became something like a 
sisterly-figure. She and Rocket tended to butt heads like rivaling 
siblings, while Groot loved her like an older sibling looking to a 
younger one. Rocket often joked that the bigger alien liked Crys more 
than like a sibling. The only responses he would get were confused 
expressions from Crys, and either a glare or eye roll from 
Groot . 

"All right, break's over." Rocket said, closing his tablet and 
putting it in his pocket. "This Quill guy's the chump with the red 
suit and cocky look. Let's get 'im. Groot, you got the sack, Crys, 
back me up . I got the fun part." He winked, cocking his gun. 



><pXstrong>AN Sorry for the late update. I haven't had much 
inspiration for this fanfic. But I had a big surge of inspiration for 
this one . * * 


**Hopefully I made it realistic for Crys joining Rocket and Groot . I 
figured Groot would definitely be for it (he's such a friendly and 
sweet guy :3) but Rocket's a harder nut to crack.** 

**Sorry for the big jump cut. I didn't have any ideas for any 
adventures the trio would have between then and the movie. But I 
kinda made up for it by describing how Crys grew in wisdom and 
maturity. It's kinda parallel to a kid learning how the world works, 
though they probably wouldn't be thrust into it immediately until 
adulthood . * * 

**I feel kinda bad that my only inspiration for this fanfic was the 
movie starting. I've been writing a lot of fanfics where my 
characters are thrust into the canon movie, and I'm worried that a 
lot of people are tired of this. That's why A) I try not to jump 
immediately into the movie; B) I add the character's own moments, 
since they can't be in the whole movie the whole time; and C) I have 
some fiction writing before and after the movie. There was definitely 
some in the beginning for this. Maybe not so much after the movie, 
but definitely before.** 

**Sorry if I don't make much sense, it's late, and I think I'm 
getting a bit sleepy. Hopefully the main chapter's fine.** 


13. Chapter 12 

**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and Marvel.** 

**random gal: Probably not XD (He DID try though, I agree with you on 
that) ** 

**The fanfics that go through the movie they're based on are all like 
this: I start out some time before the movie to introduce and 
characterize the main character (my OC) Plus, sometimes (like with my 
A Bug's Life fanfic. Toxic Wings) the story will go way past the end 
of the movie. Not sure if I'll be able to do that with this one, but 
we'll see I'd probably do a sequel (I have a couple of interesting 
ideas for a sequel or two, actually ;))** 

**Yeah, I guess it is. As said, she's kind of like a sister to them; 
she makes sure Rocket isn't too harsh with Groot, and makes sure 
Groot doesn't get into too much trouble (his somewhat innocent and 
naive personality kinda makes it seem that he'd get into some trouble 
on his own) I think my favorite part of the last chapter when she 
scolded both Rocket and Groot** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Crys soon found herself leaping from rooftop to rooftop, scouring 
the sidewalk below for Peter Quill. Rocket said he saw him headed for 
the pawn shop, so she was going in that direction. However, as soon 
as she reached the pawn shop and looked down at the ground, she saw 
him running back in the direction she came from. Sighing and rolling 



her eyes, Crys jumped to the ground. Ignoring the gasps and cries of 
shock, she ran after Quill, who was pinned on his back by a 
green-skin, black-clothed woman with red-tipped black hair.<p> 

Crys screeched to a halt when Rocket leapt at the woman from the 
right side, pushing her off of Quill. Groot brushed past her, holding 
a large burlap sack. "Put ' im in the bag! Put ' im in the bag!" Rocket 
yelled . 

Roots grew from Groot ' s back, arms, and sides as he took the sack in 
both hands, and grabbed the first person he saw: the woman. "No! Not 
her, _him_! " Rocket, who was still on her shoulders, snapped. "Learn 
genders, man." 

Screaming in anger, the woman bit Rocket's fingers. He pulled his 
hand out with a pained yelp. "Biting? That's not fair!" 

Crys looked to the side just in time to see Quill disappear. "Rocket! 
He's getting away!" 

"Kinda busy here, Crys!" The furry alien said. 

"Right." She turned and galloped after him, pushing past bystanders. 
Just as she caught sight of him, something whizzed past her face, 
startling her, and nicked him in the hand and making him drop a small 
silver orb. 

Seeing him freeze, Crys leapt onto his back with a roar. They 
somersaulted a few times until she was on top of him. "Sorry, bub, " 
She said, wrapping her claws around his shoulders. "Just 
business . " 

He elbowed her in the throat, making her choke in surprise, and then 
backhanded her in the nose. She yelped and jumped back, as one of the 
most vulnerable spots on a dragon was their soft, fleshy noses. And 
this Terran hit her hard enough to make her bleed. 

Shaking her head, and sending spatters of blood around her, Crys 
narrowed her eyes as she saw Quill jump off of the bridge they were 
on. She jumped down, just barely landing on Groot. She turned in 
surprise, but stayed silent as he held up a finger in front of his 
lips . 

As the green-skinned woman, who had attacked Quill again, somehow 
flew into a nearby fountain, Crys grabbed the burlap sack, and she 
and Groot pulled it over Quill, finally catching him. "What theaC" ! " 
He yelled, muffled, as Groot grabbed the mouth of the sack and slung 
it over his shoulder, exchanging a grin with Crys. 

"Quit smiling, you idiots, " Rocket huffed, standing in front of them. 
"You're supposed to be professionals." 

"I am Groot?" ** [What happened to your nose?]** 

"Let's just say that Terran is tougher than he looks." She answered, 
wiping away more blood with the back of her wrist. 

"You gotta be kidding me." Rocket deadpanned in front of them. 


Crys and Groot looked to see Rocket get shoved aside by the 



green-skinned woman, who was carrying a long sword now. She sliced at 
the sack, making Groot drop it in surprise. Crys grabbed it again, 
then turned to see both of Groot ' s arms get sliced off. Then, the 
woman hit him in the lower stomach with the sword, making him groan 
in more pain. 

Narrowing her eyes, she dropped the bag and attacked the woman with 
an angry roar, making her drop the sword. Just as Crys had her claws 
around the woman's throat. Quill poked his head out of the bag and 
shocked the woman with a sort of electrifying gun, which in turn 
electrified Crys as well. They both cried out and writhed in pain on 
the sidewalk at Groot ' s feet. Then, they both lay limp as the blue 
sparks of electricity wore off. 

Paying no attention to Quill, who had kicked the bag away and was 
running again, Groot looked down at Crys. Despite the blood still 
leaking from her nostrils, and the occasional twitch, she was out 
cold . 

He nudged her, and the limp arm she was laying on, with his foot, 
whimpering. "It'll grow back, you d'ast idiot." Rocket said. "And 
she'll be fine. Quit whining." 

Then, he, Groot, and Crys were bathed in several beams of bright, 
yellow lights, and all three were lifted off of the ground. Crys ' s 
head, shoulders, and wings hung limp. The light beams came from 
several star-shaped aircrafts surrounding the small group. "Subject 
89P13, drop your weapon." A voice from one of the aircrafts 
demanded . 

"Aw, crap." Rocket muttered, releasing his hold on his gun. It 
clattered to the ground below him. 

"By the authority of the Nova Corps, you are under arrest, for 
endangerment to life, and the destruction of property." 

"Fascists." The furry alien huffed as the beams picked up the 
St ill-unconscious green-skinned woman on Crys ' s left. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Crys finally regained consciousness after what felt like a few 
seconds. Moaning, she shook her head and twitched her nose, hissing 
in pain. "What the hell happened?" She muttered. Looking up, she saw 
she was held up, by her shoulders, by two Nova Corps officers. 

"a€lAw, crap." She muttered realizing she. Rocket, and Groot were 
captured . <p> 

In the other room, a Nova Corps officer by the name of Rhomann Dey 
was presenting the captured criminals to a higher-rank officer, 
Garthan Saal. First was the green-skinned woman, who turned out to be 
Gamora, an infamous assassin, and adopted daughter of Thanos, an evil 
Titan. Next was Rocket, and then Groot. 

Finally, Crys was shoved into the room. She crossed her arms and 
frowned at the watching officers, as holograms regarding her past 
crimes, the effect her usekh had on her, and other little pieces of 
information about her, were displayed in front of the glass. 


"A dragon from Drakonehm: Crystal, or as she calls herself, Crys." 



Rey read. "An Ignis-born with Glaciem powers. She killed most of her 
clan, and stole an ancient treasure, before leaving Drakonehm. She 
now travels with 89P13 and Groot as more personal muscle, as well as 
flight power. This also says the necklace must be kept around her 
neck at all times." 

"_Usekh._" Crys growled, her left ear twitching in irritation. 

Between getting a bloody nose, being electrified, and getting caught 
by law enforcement in the span of several hours, she was having a bad 
day. She was more irritated by people calling her usekh a necklace 
than she usually was, which was not often to begin with. 

Finally, Star-Lord, aka Peter J. Quill, was identified. "What a bunch 
of a-holes." Saal sneered. "Transport all five to the Kyln." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN Not much to this one, but it's been a couple of weeks 
or so since the last update, so I wanted to post something. Besides, 

I like the ending of the chapter (for once XD) ** 

**It was kind of tricky to find a happy medium with Crys: I didn't 
want her to "jump into battle" and change too much, but I didn't want 
her to sit around and do nothing either. I'm pretty happy with what I 
came up with though.** 

**I came up with the concept that dragons' noses are one of their 
weak points on the spot. A lot of animals have soft noses, and noses 
tend to be injured easily if hit right (luckily, I've only had nose 
bleeds unrelated to getting hit, and I've never had my nose broken) 
So, unless she gets something that'll protect her nose, Crys at least 
has a weak point (I try not to make my characters too powerful, but 
not too weak at the same time) ** 

**As shown, Crys is quite protective of Groot. She's protective of 
Rocket too, but not as much as our favorite tree. This is because, as 
I stated earlier, Groot just has an innocent and somewhat-naive 
personality, making it seem like he's not very strong. Crys knows 
he's more powerful than he looks, but that doesn't stop her from 
getting angry when someone hurts her. Sometimes, though, that can get 
her into trouble.** 

**A couple of interesting facts about the Nova Corps, officers: 
Rhomann Dey (the one who caught Star-Lord) was played by John C. 
Reilly, who played Wreck-it-Ralph in the movie of the same name (I 
actually haven't seen it yet, though I know it's very video 
game-themed, and has some video game character appearances [like 
Bowser; I specifically mentioned him because I've been watching a lot 
of Mario game Let's Plays on Youtube, and as such have been in a 
"Mario Mood"]) and Garthan Saal (the one who called the guardians 
a-holes) did the voice of Darth Maul in Star Wars 1. Not sure if 
anyone knows these facts (probably the first at least) I just thought 
they were interesting.** 

**I had fun creating Crys ' s "criminal bio" If you noticed, I've been 
keeping her ice powers under the cap, so to speak; this is because 
I'm waiting until later in the "movie" to reveal her ice breath. That 
means if she were in the film, her ice breath would be a mystery 
until later (during the guardians' stay at Kyln, at least) I just 
thought it'd be neat.** 



14 . Chapter 13 


**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and 
Marvel . * * 


**NightWolf 1159 : Thanks :D I didn't know that. I've heard about 9, 
but not about The Vampire's Assistant.** 

**random gal: He didn't play the character, he just did the voicing. 

I can't remember who played Darth Maul in body though. But it's still 
cool . ** 


**It won't be too spectacular of a scene, just a passing comment or 
two . ** 


**To be fair, she didn't lift the bag off of the ground; she just 
grabbed the mouth of the sack XD** 

* *TooShortToReachTheCookie Jar : I never really thought about voices 
for other OCs in this story (just Crys, whom I imagine being voiced 
by Cree Summers [she played Kida in Disney's Atlantis]) but that 
actually DOES fit her mother.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>After a trip in a Nova Corps spaceship that took several hours, 
the five prisoners were escorted into The Kyln, a prison that housed 
some of the most dangerous criminals of the galaxy. Camera, Crys, 
Rocket, Quill, and Groot all had indestructible handcuffs with small 
blue glowing orbs around their wrists, and a prison guard was in 
front of and behind the group. <p> 

"I guess most of Nova Corps wanna uphold the laws," Rocket remarked 
as they were all marched through the prison. "But these ones here, 
they're corrupt and cruel." 

_But just how cruel, is the question. And in what way?_ Crys 

pondered wisely. She had been in two prisons already, though the 
first one could be thought of as a prisoner to the ones in cages. 

That was already torture enough in that the prison on Slomia wasn't 
so bad. 

But how cruel was The Kyln, and in what way, indeed? 

"But hey," Rocket chuckled. "That's not my problem. I ain't gonna be 
here long. I've escaped twenty-two prisons. This one's no different." 
He bragged with a smug smile, glancing back at Quill as he continued, 
"You're lucky the broad showed up, 'cause otherwise, me, Groot, and 
Crys would be collecting that bounty right now, and _you ' d_ be 
getting drawn and quartered by Yondu and those Ravagers . " 

Rocket had told Crys, before attempting to capture Quill, about 
Yondu, the leader of the Ravagers. He told her that they were a band 
of intergalact ic mercenaries and thieves, with a reputation for 
stealing anything they wanted solely for their own benefits. Yondu 
Udonta, the leader, was known for killing anyone who got in his way, 
mainly with a whistle-controlled arrow. 



"I've had a lot of folks try to kill me over the years." Quill said, 
exasperated. "I ain't about to be brought down by a tree, a dragon, 
and a talking raccoon." 

"Hold." The prison guard in front said, meaning everyone should 
stop . 

"What's a raccoon?" Rocket asked, cocking his head slightly. Crys 
glanced over her shoulder, confused as well, having never heard that 
word before either. 

"'What's a raccoon? ' It's what _you_ are, stupid!" Quill 
snapped . 

"Ain't no thing like me, except me!" Rocket declared proudly, jabbing 
his thumbs at his chest. 

The group carried on again. "So, this orb has a real shiny blue 
suitcase. Ark of the Covenant, Maltese Falcon sort of vibe." Quill 
said to Gamora's back. "What is it?" 

"I am Groot . " The ment ioned-tree said. Crys smiled at Groot ' s need to 
introduce himself. She half-wondered if it was a cover-up for not 
knowing what the orb was . 

"So what?" Quill snapped rudely, making the dragon growl in 
irritation at the Terren. He raised his handcuffed hands, eyebrows 
raised, and then asked again, "What's the orb?" 

"I have no words for an honorless thief." Gamora sniffed. 

"Pretty high and mighty coming from a lackey of a genocidal maniac." 
Rocket remarked. 

Gamora glanced back at him. "Yeah, I know who you are." He nodded. 
"Anyone who's anyone knows who _you_ are." 

Crys wrinkled her still-sore nose, deciding not to point out that she 
still didn't know who Gamora is, aside from what the furry alien just 
said. Having lived on a mainly-wild planet for her whole life until 
adulthood, she had very little knowledge about the outside galaxy and 
its range of criminals, save for snippets she heard or was 
told . 

"Yeah, we know who you are." Quill nodded, only to then turn to Groot 
and ask, "Who is she?" 

"I am Groot." ** [A very famed assassin.]** 

"Yeah, you said that." 

"No, he didn't." Crys shook her head, glancing back and snickering at 
Quill's confused expression. 

"I wasn't retrieving the orb for Ronan, " Gamora said as the group 
paused again. "I was betraying him. I had an agreement to sell it to 
a third party . " 


"'Third party?' What third party?" Crys couldn't help wondering out 



loud as they moved onward again. 


"I am Groot . " ** [Good question.]** 

"Well, that's just as fascinating as the first eighty-nine times you 
told me that." Quill huffed. "What is wrong with Giving Tree 
here? " 

"Well, he don't know talking good like me and you." Rocket said. "So 
his vocabulist ics is limited to "I" and "am" and 
"Groot "... exclusively in that order." 

"Don't listen to him." Crys rolled her eyes. "You just don't 
understand Groot like Rocket and I can. He's simply speaking in a 
different language. You only hear it as him introducing 
himself . " 

"Well I tell you what, that's gonna wear real thin, real fast." The 
Terren said. "If Ia€"hey. Put that away." Quill shoved his way into a 
room, where a blue Kyln guard was going through his stuff. He put 
some sort of earmuffs on his head; Crys could faintly hear something 
coming from the earmuffs. 

"You son of aa€"hey! Listen to me, you big blue bastard. Take those 
headphones off!" Quill continued to yell. "That's mine. Those belong 
to impound. That tape and that player is mine!" 

The guard jumped up, and with a yell, poked Quill with a stun-rod, 
zapping him with blue electricity. Quill screamed in pain and 
collapsed on his knees. In the commotion, the headphones were 
unhooked from a box, and sounds unfamiliar to Crys began 
playing . 

Quill straightened his back and managed to groan, "_Hooked on a 
Feeling_, Blue Swede, 1973. That song belongs to me!" 

The guard zapped Quill again, making him fall to the ground 
completely, as the others watched in astonishment, flinching at each 
strike. Crys, however, was somewhat distracted by the sounds and 
voices coming from the box. She cocked her head in confusion as the 
guard was stopped before Quill was killed, and the Terran was shoved 
back in line, panting in pain and anger. "What were those sounds 
coming from the box?" She asked. 

"It's called music, stupid." He said. 


"a€ 1 Music? " 


"What, you don't know what music is?" 

"I am Groot." ** [She was once a wild animal.]** Groot defended his 
friend . 

Before Quill could complain. Rocket translated, "Crys was originally 
a wild animal. It was only a few years ago that she became part of 
'civilized society.' Since Drackonehm didn't have music, she don't 
know what it is." 

Quill simply grunted in acknowledgement. 



><p>Crys was shoved into a large slightly-caged area. As she looked 
around, confused, orange water was blasted into her chest, slamming 
her back against the gate she just entered. Once she was drenched, 
she was pushed into another room, one that had yellow prison 
clothing, and benches. <p> 

Spitting the bitter-tasting liquid out of her mouth and snorting it 
out of her nose, she stood on all fours and shook herself off. As she 
wiggled her fingers in her ears. Camera came in, quickly toweling 
herself dry, grabbing some prison clothes and pulling them on. She 
too was dripping with orange liquid. 

Crys fingered the clothes curiously as Camera tied her hair in a 
loose braid. Shrugging, Crys tossed the clothes back. Because she had 
a tail, and her wing membranes connected from her armpits to her 
hips, she wouldn't be able to wear the clothing. 

Finally, the two females were able to exit the room, meeting up with 
the three other prisoners. Quill and Rocket were wearing the yellow 
prison clothing, and they, including Croot, were damp and slightly 
orange. No words were exchanged as they walked further down a small 
hallway, and were handed rolled-up bags. 

Soon, they were in the main part of the prison, which was filled with 
yellow-clothed prisoners of all species, colors, and sizes, males and 
females alike. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p><strong>AN FINALLY COT THIS UPDATED! I am SO SORRY I abandoned 
this story, as well as my Crinch one, for so long D: Let me explain: 
firstly, I had some writer's block (as usual) But I also joined a 
Pokemon Mystery Dungeon group on DeviantART, which was about 
story-telling and art drawing, taking a lot of my writing time. And 
now there's this Pokemon/Animal Crossing hybrid group, that's still a 
WIP, that I'm thinking about joining, which is about art and 
roleplaying (I'd have to learn how to roleplay :P) Luckily, I found 
time to actually write this chapter. It's a bit short, but I feel 
this is a good stopping point, and I want to get at least one chapter 
out so people don't think I abandoned this story. I want to see it to 
the end, it just might be slow. Thank you all for your patience, and 
again, I'm sorry it took so long to update. I'll try and get a 
chapter done for my Crinch story; I just updated this one first 
because this seems to be the more popular and higher-anticipated one 
between the two.** 

**Someone by the name of raphlavlS private messaged me a website 
(MovieQuotesandMore) that had the script for Cuardians of the Calaxy. 
Again, thanks so much for linking me to the site :D I'll still need 
the DVD for some action scenes (which I have) but the script is still 
awesome for writing down the quotes. It really helps me with the 
story . * * 

**One of the hardest things about this story is actually trying to 
"translate" Croot-speak. So far, I haven't found anyone's theories on 
what he says in the movie, so I just try and think of what he might 
be saying. Sometimes it's easy (like when Peter asked him who Camora 
is, I assume he said she was an assassin) while other times, like 



when he first spoke in this chapter, it could be anything from him 
asking what Peter was talking about to him simply introducing himself 
(which was what I went with) If you guys have any more logical 
theories (just what Groot might have said when Peter first asked what 
the orb was) just tell me, and I might tweak this chapter a 
bit . ** 

**Since Crys was originally a wild animal (in the wild, despite what 
Disney will have you think, there's no music; as in instruments) and 
Rocket might not like stopping to listen to concerts and whatnot, 
she's never heard music or singing. That's why she was so confused to 
hear music coming from Peter's Walkman (am I the only one who thinks 
of the Fresh Prince of Bel Air's theme song when I hear/see the word 
"Walkman"? I've never see the show, but I know the song)** 


15. Chapter 14 

**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and 
Marvel . * * 

**raphlavl8: I've never seen any of the GI Joe movies, so I wouldn't 
know who's who in that movie XD** 

**random gal: And busy it still is, in addition to the writer's 
block . ** 

**I seriously did not know that. That is so cool! As far as I know, 
neither the regular nor Blu-Ray DVD for the movie has something in 
relation to that in the special features; maybe Behind-the-Scenes ? 
Definitely. It's not like he was speaking in a monotone voice; the "I 
am Groof's had tenses, and sounded like he was asking something (I'm 
not sure what the term for that is; tenses for all I know XD) It's 
kind of like if a dog in a movie was able to sort of show what he was 
thinking by the way he barks or whines.** 

**WE'VE BEEN LIED TO! WHY, DISNEY? WHYYYY? ! I felt it wouldn't make 
too much sense for Crys to know what music is.** 

**reish95: It's like the ultimate crossover XD Gotta love classic 
arguing-sibling relationships :D** 

**HermioneX: Thanks :)** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The main prison area had hundreds of yellow-clothed prisoners, 
all of different species, colors, and sizes, males and females alike. 
Some were talking; others were sitting around showing off or 
exercising, while others simply sat in place and stared. There were 
several levels in the prison, with a large observatory in the middle, 
and tables scattered around the area.<p> 

As soon as they stepped in, prisoners everywhere, on the round and on 
small bridges, began throwing food and insults and threats to the 
group. More specif ically , to Gamora. "You first! You 
first ! " 


"Murderer ! " 



"Coming for you first, Gamora!" 


" You ' re dead ! " 

"You're scum! You're scum!" 

Gamora said nothing back to the insults, though she did flinch at the 
objects thrown at her. 

"It's like I said," Rocket shrugged over the shouting. "She's got a 
rep. A lot of prisoners here have lost their families to Ronana and 
his goons. She'll last a day, tops." 

"Murderer ! " 

"The guards will protect her, right?" Quill asked. 

"They're here to stop us from getting out." Rocket pointed out. "They 
don't care what we do to each other inside." 

"It's probably beneficial to the guards if us prisoners kill each 
other." Crys remarked, shaking her head as a piece of food skidded 
past her horns. "Less of us to guard." 

Groot and Rocket grunted in agreement. "Whatever nightmares the 
future holds, are _dreams_ compared to what's behind me." Gamora 
said, chin held up high. 

Quill, who had glanced over his shoulder, looked back ahead to see a 
large blue alien in front of him. "Check out the new meat." He 
leered, looking down at Quill. 

Squealing softly, Crys darted behind Groot, eyeing the blue alien 
with frightened eyes. "I'm gonna slather you up in Gunavian jelly," 

He grinned, running a finger down Quill's face, who 
cringed . 

Suddenly, Groot brushed past Quill and shoved two branches in his arm 
up the alien's nostrils. The branches grew out, actually lifting the 
blue alien off of his feet. He cried out in pain, clutching Groot ' s 
wrist . 

"Let's make somethin' clear:" Rocket yelled, standing next to Groot. 
Crys stood tall next to them, glaring at the inmates. "This one 
here's _our_ booty! You wanna get to him, you go through usaClor, 
more accurately, we go through _you_! " 

To emphasize this, Groot shoved the roots deeper into the inmate's 
nose, and the dropped him to the ground. The blue alien curled up, 
clutching his nose and whimpering. Rocket, Groot, and Crys sauntered 
away, the latter two stepping over the inmate. 

"aClI'm with them." Quill said quickly, trailing after them. 

Crys turned to go to the women's cells, and happened to spot Gamora 
in front of her, being trailed by several inmates, who continued to 
hurl abuse and threats to her. She wordlessly stepped into her cell, 
which closed shut. She sat on the bench, jumping only when one of the 
inmates pounded their fist against the glass. 



Narrowing her eyes, Crys approached the inmates, growling loudly. 

Some inmates glared at her, while others scampered away; in the end, 
all of them dispersed. 

Crys looked into the cell at Camera, and tapped on the glass with a 
claw. She glared swiftly in her direction, though it softened when 
she saw it was only the dragon. "What do you want?" She asked 
sharply . 

Even though the glass muffled speech, Crys heard her. "May I come 
in?" She asked. 

Raising an eyebrow. Camera stood up and pressed a button on the 
opposite wall. The glass slid back up. dancing around, Crys stepped 
in, allowing the glass to slide down again behind her. 

"Again, what do you want?" The green-skinned woman asked, sitting 
down. "Why did you chase them away? I heard you growling at 
them . " 

"Let's just say I don't like it when people are hounded like that." 
Crys shrugged, examining her cone-shaped claws. "I know how it feels 
to be backed into an enclosed space by monstersaC 1 or one giant 
monster, rather." 

"What do you mean?" 

"I was different from my clan, and different was bad. If my mother 
wasn't so merciful, and my father knew self-restrainta€ 1 more or less, 
I wouldn't be here." Crys explained bluntly. "Like I said, I was 
different from my clan." 

"If you're looking for sympathyaC"" 

"I'm not." The dragon said sternly, furrowing her eyebrows. "I'm 
merely sharing part of my life story. It's not to gain sympathy; it's 
to explain my actions." 

"You _do_ realize I am a highly-wanted assassin, who's killed 
multiple people and destroyed many families' lives?" 

"You never attacked mine, so I haven't a reason to hate you." Crys 
shrugged . 

"Except that I could kill you at any time." Camera 
threatened . 

"Would you? I may be about your size, but I used to be a huge dragon, 
made of nothing but bones and muscles. I'm still very strong, and 
agile. If I were to remove this," She tapped her claws on the biggest 
amethyst on her usekh. "You wouldn't stand a chance against me. Trust 


"aClIt helps to have one ally in this hellhole, I guess." Camera 
smirked, standing again. "What do they call you?" 


"Crys." She said, smirking as well. 



><pXstrong>AN I really don't like how the chapter ended, but I was 
running out of ideas (I'm barely crawling out of writer's block as 
is) Hopefully it doesn't seem too abrupt. It's just been a month 
since the last update, and I really want to update this soon. Thanks 
for being patient :)** 

**So apparently the blue guy who was lifted up by his nostrils 
(looked really painful, BTW X() was from the TV show Firefly. I think 
he was one of the main cast, but I can't quite remember. I never 
watched Firefly, but my parents really like the show. Also, he (blue 
nose guy) looked pretty big and bulky, which was why Crys 
flinched . * * 

**I feel that Crys would know how it feels to be harassed because you 
did something/are different in a bad way. Plus, she also probably 
wants to make a female friend. I really hope Camera isn't too OOC 
(that's one of my biggest writing fears: writing someone too OOC. I 
always worry that when I write about a canon character, they're too 
out of character, which is what OOC means for anyone who doesn't 
know) And like I said, the ending seemed a bit abrupt, but I wanted 
to get this out.** 

**In the next chapter. Camera's life is threatened, and we meet Drax, 
who I think is an entertaining character. Hopefully writing will go 
better in that chapter.** 


16. Chapter 15 

**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and 
Marvel . * * 

**raphlavl8: That's what my mom told me, though I forgot if he was a 
main character or a crew member; I just remembered he was from the 
show. ** 

**Since Crys has only been around males, I figured she'd want to make 
a female friend, even if this one is an assassin that she may very 
well never see again ... maybe .* * 

**Cuest: Thanks :) Not really much, but hopefully it's 
interesting. ** 

**The JohnLocked Whovian: I'll admit, I laughed when I saw your 
review XD I always think it's really cool when a movie I'm watching 
has someone I know from another movie/TV show (even though I've never 
seen Firefly) And I've actually never seen/read the Percy Jackson 
movies/books . ** 

**random gal: I caught that; thanks :) Kinda embarrassed that I make 
mistakes like that 

**Thanks :) Like I said, Crys and Drax don't interact much, but 
hopefully what I wrote is interesting.** 

**Nezzux: I'm sorry, but I've never played D&D, seen The Fox and the 
Hound 2, nor do I plan on playing/seeing them. As such, I don't plan 
on writing a fanfic about them.** 



* *universalshippingdock : Thanks :)** 


* * 


* 


><p>The Kyln's sleeping arrangements weren't what most people 
imagine. Usually, prisons would have metal frame beds, or even bunk 
beds. At the Kyln, however, all of the male prisoners slept in one 
room on top of each other like animals in a pile; it was the same 
with the female prisoners, though they tried to keep away from each 
other more than the males. <p> 

Crys was lying against the wall of the sleeping room on her stomach, 
with her legs folded under her, and her arms crossed in front of her 
chest. But soon, she was awoken by a struggle. She lazily opened her 
eyes, blinking away the sleep, and yawned widely. She heard talking, 
but couldn't quite understand what the male was saying. Then, she 
heard angry yells; Camera's angry yells. And they were fading, as if 
she was being dragged away. 

Crys ' s ears perked up in shock. She quickly stood up, shaking her 
head as her vision spun from standing up too fast, and followed the 
groans in the shadows. She was so concentrat ing on finding them that 
she jumped in surprise when she bumped into someone. 

"Crys?" 


"Quill?" Crys whispered. "What are you doing?" 

"Didn't you see those two guys dragging Camora?" 

" Yes , I did . " 

"Three guesses what they're gonna do to her." 

Crys and Quill snuck down the hallway, ignoring Rocket softly calling 
out to them from behind, and found Camora and three male inmates. 

They were pinning her against the wall, and they were all aiming 
knives to her throat. "Camora, consider this a death sentence for 
your crimes against the galaxy." One announced, grinning madly. 

"Who is _he_ to decide whom to execute when he's in one of the 
biggest prisons in the galaxy?" Crys scoffed. "Especially when he 
seems he isn't a model citizen himself." 

Quill smirked in return. But before any of them could interfere, a 
deep voice snapped, "You dare?" 

Everyone turned to the voice. Out of the shadows came a tall, buff 
man, with green-blue skin, red tattoos spider webbed across his body 
and bald head. He only wore yellow prison pants. 

As soon as he stepped out of the shadows, Crys froze in fear, staring 
at the man. "You know who I am, yes?" 

She nearly said no before realizing he was talking to the three 
inmates. "You're Draxa€ 1 the Destroyer." The one who had spoken before 
said fearfully. 

"Quill! Crys!" Rocket hissed, finally catching up to them; neither of 
them payed any attention to him. 



"And you know why they call me this?" Drax asked, still slowly 
walking to the inmates. 


"You slayed dozens of Ronan ' s minions." The man who had spoken before 
continued . 

"Ronan murdered my wife, Ovette, and my daughter, Camaria. He 
slaughtered them where they stooda€ 1 and he _laughed_! " Drax roared in 
anger . 

Crys and Quill flinched at the yell, the former more so than the 
latter. Even though she was scared of this man, the dragon couldn't 
help feeling a touch of pity for him. 

"Her life is not yours to take." The man said calmly, as if he hadn't 
shouted before. "He killed my family; I shall kill one of his in 
return . " 

"Of course, Drax." The inmate nodded timidly, holding out the knife 
he had previously pressed against Camera's throat to Drax. 

As he took the knife. Camera suddenly kicked out at the two other 
men, taking their weapons and incapacitated them. Then, she held the 
knives to the other inmate and Drax's necks. 

Quill began creeping towards them. "Quill! What are you doing?!" 
Rocket whispered, reaching out to grab Quill's pants, only to be 
slapped away. 

"Quill, wait!" Crys muttered. "That's a really big guy." 

"I'm no family to Ronan, _or_ Thanos." Camora said coldly. 

The inmate was craning his neck back, nervously trying to avoid the 
knife. Drax simply stood up straight, staring down past his nose at 
the green-skinned woman. She stepped back and dropped both weapons. 
"I'm your only hope at stopping him." 

Roaring, Drax grabbed her by the neck in a tight grip and aimed the 

knife at her. "Woman, your words mean nothing to me!" 

Finally, Quill stepped out, shouting, "Hey! Hey, hey, hey! 

Hey ! " 

"Oh, crap." Rocket grumbled. 

"Oh, dear." Crys gulped. 

"Y'know, if killing Ronan is truly your sole purpose, I don't think 
this is the best way to go about it." Quill said. 

"Are you not the man this wench attempted to kill?" Drax asked, 
clenching Camera's neck tighter. 

"Well, I mean, she's hardly the first woman to try and do that to 
me." Quill shrugged. Then, he began showing various scars and 
explaining where he got them from: various women he had met, bedded 
with, and got attacked afterwards. 



Crys glanced at Rocket, both cocking an eyebrow. Then, they glanced 
back at Quill, who figured out that Drax didn't care at all about his 
stories. "Here's the point: she betrayed Ronan. He's coming back for 
her. And when he does, that's when you," He dragged a finger across 
his throat. 

Instead of understanding, Drax asked in confusion, "Why would I put 
my finger on his throat?" 

"What?" Quill furrowed his eyebrows. Even Crys, who was still afraid 
of this inmate, didn't know whether to laugh or continue to hold her 
tongue . 

Quill then realized Drax was confused about the metaphor. "Qh, no, 
it's is a symbol," He explained, doing the motion again. "It's a 
symbol for you slicing his throat." 

"I would not slice his throat; I would cut his head clean 
off . " 

"It's a general expression for you killing somebody. You've heard of 
this, you've seen this, right?" He asked the inmate. "You know what 
that is?" 

"Yeah, yeah." The inmate nodded, only to deny it when Drax glanced at 
him . 

Rolling his eyes. Quill said, "What I'm saying is, you want to keep 
her alive. Don't do his work for him." 

"He's crazy." Crys muttered, as Drax looked at Camera, who was now 
clinging to his wrist, gasping for breath. 

Finally, he dropped her to the ground. As she bent over, coughing, he 
looked down at the knife the inmate had given him. "I like your 
knife. I'm keeping it." He said bluntly, turning and leaving 
abruptly . 

"That was my favorite knife." The inmate muttered. 

Drax stepped past Crys, who backed away a step. As he glanced at her, 
she spread her wings and pinned back her ears, trying not to look 
scared. In the past years, her fear of large men had slowly 
diminisheda€"especially since she had been traveling with Rocket and 
Groota€"but Drax's angry and bloodthirsty behavior made Crys nervous. 
Even with her claws, teeth, and ice breath, he had a sharp knife, and 
seemed experienced with killing, if what the inmate said was 
true . 

Curling his lip in what looked like disgust, he continued back to the 
prison cells. 

Sighing, Crys relaxed and hurried to Gamora, who was standing and 
pushing Quill away, refusing his offer to help her up. "Are you all 
right ? " 

"Thanks so much for helping me!" She snapped. "I thought you were my 
ally! " 


Pinning her ears back in embarrassment, and slight anger, Crys 



retorted, "Not that you would know, or care, but I have a very 
unfortunate and frightening history with a large, muscular male that 
shook me to the core as a child." 

"You were taller than him." Gamora scoffed, pushing her aside to go 
back to her cell. 

"a€lHe had a knife." 

Quill patted Crys on the shoulder as they, including Rocket, followed 
Gamora . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN Sorry this hasn't been updated for a long time. I've 
had writer's block, and was busy with several things; including 
attending Indy Pop Con last Saturday. It was really awesome; 
especially since I got to see Markiplier, Jacksepticeye, 

Lordminion777 , and muyskerm, which was the best part of the con tops! 
I was only able to watch their panel; I wasn't able to get their 
autographs or meet them because the lines had been cut off right as 
we got there (which was noonish, I think) and the people that were 
already in line had waited for five hours to see them. No one was at 
fault; it was originally going to be a small convention, until people 
found out that these YouTube celebrities were going there, which more 
than doubled, at least, the number of attendees. It was just awesome 
enough to see them in the flesh; hopefully I'll get another chance 
next year : ) * * 

**I'm not sure if the "sleeping arrangements" are the same for the 
women prisoners as it is for the males; I'm just gonna assume they 
are, since the guards already don't care about the prisoners' safety. 
As Rocket said, they're only there to keep the prisoners 
inside . * * 

**Like I said, Crys doesn't really interact much with Drax, if at 
all. Maybe later in the story, when they're all on the same ship, 
it'll be different. I definitely will develop their relationship so 
they at least tolerate each other, but that's not until much 
later . ** 

**Not much to this chapter (I seem to have a habit of writing small 
chapters; at least, what I perceive to be small chapters) but I 
really wanted to get something out. Luckily, the only next big thing 
that will happen will be seeing Jurassic World after the Fourth of 
July (my mom wants to avoid the crowds) Star Lord taming raptors? 

Hell yeah! :D** 

**EDIT: Due to someone pointing out that Crys ' s fear seemed 
"irrational, " I made a few changes to that particular, and explained 
her fear a bit. I'm not upset or bothered by this review, but I DID 
feel that I made her a little too fearful. I think working with 
Rocket and Groot, she did indeed become "braver, " but Drax will make 
her nervous, since he looks and sounds intimidating. I don't claim to 
be an expert in writing or psychology, so I'm definitely not accurate 
when it comes to fears like that. Hopefully this won't make the 
fanfic any less enjoyable.** 


17 . Chapter 1 6 



**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and Marvel.** 

**Nezzux: Sorry, haven't seen them.** 

**aandm20: I'm sorry you feel that way. I DID go back and tweak that 
part a bit, since I feel you did make a point about Crys ' s 
fear . ** 

**random gal: I wasn't quite sure if that was a sleeping quarter or 
something. And I didn't really feel like analyzing it too close, so I 
just decided females got the same sleeping treatment as males.** 

**I definitely feel that event in her life definitely scarred her for 
life, regardless of how brave she becomes later in life in terms with 
that fear, if that makes sense. But there's always gonna be a slight 
bit of fear, whether or not she shows it. I went ahead and tweaked it 
so she reacts like real-life animals would react in fear: make 
herself appear bigger, and growl. Even though she can speak English, 
and behaves still somewhat humanly, she's still an animal deep 
down . ** 

* *KHandEE7f anf orever : We'll have to see ;)** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Listen, I could care <em>less<em> whether you live or die!" 
Quill exclaimed as he. Rocket, and Crys tailed after Camera. 

"Then why stop the big guy?" Camera asked huffily. 

"Simple: you know where to sell my orb." 

"_Your_ orb?" Crys snorted. 

"Yeah, my orb. I found it." Quill said arrogantly. 

"And yet you don't know what to do with it." 

Ignoring Crys, Camera asked, "How are we gonna sell it when we, and 
it, are still here?" 

"My friend Rocket, here, has escaped twenty-two prisons." 

"Oh, we're getting out." Rocket smirked proudly. Then, he turned to 
Quill and said to him, "And then we're headed straight to Yondu to 
retrieve your bounty." 

"According to him, you're worth 40,000 units." Crys added. 

Narrowing his eyes at them. Quill asked Camera, "How much was your 
buyer willing to pay you for my orb?" 

"aClEour billion units." 

"What?!" Rocket shouted. 


"Holy shit!" Quill exclaimed. 



"That's _much_ more than what Yondu wanted for Quill." Crys ' s eyes 
widened . 

"That orb is my opportunity to get away from Thanos and Ronan." 
Gamora continued. "If you free us. I'll lead you to the buyer 
directly, and I'll split the profit between the four of us." 

"I am Groot . " ** [Five of us.]** A voice corrected. 

Turning to the side, the four of them saw Groot was awake, and 
watching them between the bars of the male sleeping ward. "Five of 
us." Rocket sighed. "Asleep for the danger, awake for the money, as 
per trickin' usual." 

"Morning, Sleepyhead." Crys chuckled, tapping his nose with a claw. 
"Tomorrow, we're getting outta this shithole." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The next morning. Rocket, Groot, Crys, Quill, and Gamora walked 
into the cafeteria, taking their trays of disgusting-looking food. 
Crys curled her lip at the food, wondering if it was edible or 
poisonous. "Why is it they give us such questionable food in 
prisons?"<p> 

"Probably want to poison us, so they don't have to guard us." Quill 
replied . 

"a€lYou may have a point." 

"If we're gonna get outta here, we're gonna need to get into that 
watchtower." Rocket said, pointing at a large, tall, round watchtower 
in the middle of the cafeteria. A man could be seen inside, looking 
over the prisoners with a bored expression. "And to do that, I'm 
gonna need a few things . " 

"Like what?" Crys asked, poking at her food with a claw. 

"For one, the guards wear security bands to control their ins and 
outs. I need one." 

On an upper floor, a guard tapped at buttons on his wrist, and a door 
in front of him opened. "Leave it to me." Gamora nodded once. 

"That dude, there, " Rocket continued, gesturing at another prisoner 
carrying a food tray. One of his legs was a prosthetic one, which 
Rocket said he needed. 

"His leg?" Quill asked, incredulously. 

"Yeah. God knows I don't need the rest of him. Look at him, he's 
useless." He scoffed. 

Crys twisted her mouth, trying not to laugh. Groot had once told her 
that when they did escapes in the past. Rocket would request an 
outlandish item, only to say he only asked for it because he thought 
it would be funny. She decided it would be wise to not tell Quill 
about this. 


"Alright." The man shrugged. 



"And finally, on the wall back there is a black panel. Blinky yellow 
light. See it?" 

Quill and Crys turned to the watchtower, and both spotted what Rocket 
was describing. When they nodded in confirmation, and as they sat 
down, he continued, "There's a quarnyx battery behind it. Purplish 
box, green wires. To get into that watchtower, I definitely need 

it . " 

"How are we supposed to do that?" Gamora asked. No one had noticed 
Groot started to wander off. 

"Well, supposedly, these bald-bodies find you attractive. So, maybe 
you can work out some sort of trade." Rocket suggested 
offhandedly . 

"You must be joking." Crys rolled her eyes, heavily. 

"No, I really heard they find her attractive." 

"Look, it's twenty feet up in the air, and in the middle of the most 
heavily-guarded part of the prison." Quill pointed out. 

"I'd probably be able to fly up there, no problem." Crys said, 
shoving her food away after tasting a lick. 

"It'd be impossible to do that without someone seeing you." 

"I got one plan," Rocket said, irritably. "And that plan requires a 
f rickin' quarynx battery, so figure it out!" 

Suddenly, there was a sound like something being thrown and hitting 
something. Someone cried out in pain. Crys perked her ears up and 
looked towards the sound. Groot was standing by the watchtower, with 
his legs and left arm stretched, and was reaching into the panel 
Rocket had described. 

Drax was standing nearby, also watching. When he turned and made eye 
contact with Crys, she flinched and turned back as Rocket continued, 
"Now, this is important: once the battery is removed, everything is 
gonna slam into emergency mode. Qnce we have it, we gotta move 
quickly, so you definitely need to get that last." 

Remembering what Groot was doing, Crys ' s eyes widened, and she 
stammered, "Yeah, a-about thata€"" 

Before she could finish her sentence, there was a loud noise, like a 
spaceship activating. Then, the lights dimmed, and an alarm began 
blaring . 

Everyone glanced up, and then turned to see Groot, who was standing 
among scurrying prisoners, holding the battery proudly. 

"a€10r we could just get it first and improvise." Rocket said with a 
shake of his head. 

"I'll get the armband." Gamora said, jumping up. 

"Leg." Quill left as well. 



"That was a good thought, Groot . " Crys said to her friend, trotting 
over to him. Behind her. Rocket pressed the heels of his hands 
against his eyebrows, groaning in frustration. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN I was gonna continue on further, but A) I wanted to 
get a new chapter out, and B) I felt this was a good stopping 
point . * * 

**I did the math, and the Orb is worth 1,000,000 exactly what Quill 
was worth, which I found pretty interesting. Considering what the Orb 
REALLY is, I wouldn't doubt it. I also wouldn't doubt that had Yondu 
knew what it was in the first place, he would have gotten it himself 
so Quill wouldn't try and steal it (then again, we wouldn't have 
gotten the movie plot) ** 

**So, in the next chapter, we'll see the battle at the prison, get a 
new member of the party, and Crys will reveal her power to the others 
(remember, Gamora, Quill, and Drax don't know about her ice breath; 
they assume that since she's a dragon, she breathes fire) Like I 
said, it probably won't be quite as exciting as some might 
think . * * 


18 . Chapter 17 

**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and Marvel.** 

**aandm20: I admit, I like that better too.** 

**Nezzux: No, I have not seen the Hobbit. I'm not making any stories 
related to Dungeons and Dragons, Lord of the Rings, Game of Thrones, 
or the Hobbit.** 

**random gal: It definitely is. Crys is, after all, an animal at 
heart, so she's bound to react to a lot of situations like an animal 
(twitching ears to hear something or show emotion, baring teeth, and 
using her wings to make herself look bigger) ** 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>As Crys joined Groot, several little robots flew out of a 
separate room and surrounded them. All the while the alarm was still 
blaring. The flying robots surrounded Groot and Crys, as little 
branches began to grow on the former's shoulders, and the latter's 
ears pinned back.<p> 

"Prisoners, " The man in the central tower said, in a bored tone, into 
a device that amplified his voice across the prison arena. "Drop the 
device immediately, and retreat to your cells, or we will open 
f ire . " 

Instead of doing as the man said, and as more branches grew on the 
Elora Colussus's shoulders, making him seem bigger, Groot growled and 
roared, "I. Am. _Groot_! " 


Crys flexed her wings to make herself look bigger and roared as well 



smoke-like substance curling in the air from her nostrils. 


"Fire!" The man in the watchtower yelled. 

The droids began firing at Groot and Crys . She stayed behind him, 
whose skin, which was made of tough bark, protected him from the 
bullets, though they did make him double over briefly. Crys began 
blasting the droids with blasts of ice, freezing them, though they 
managed to melt the ice with their fiery blasts. 

Still growling, Groot punched a droid away. It continued to shoot as 
it spun out of control and crashed into a wall. 

Crys swung her tail at one that was approaching her, making it nearly 
crash into Quill, who was clambering up the stairs, trying to find 
the prisoner with the prosthetic leg. 

"All prisoners return to your sleeping areas!" The man in the 
watchtower snapped in a less-bored tone, though the prisoners didn't 
seem to listen; they continued to scramble away, dodging bullet and 
ice blasts. 

Rocket raced over to his two friends on all fours, dodging bullets 
and ice blasts as well, climbed up Crys ' s tail, and jumped onto 
Groot ' s shoulder. "You idiot!" He snapped. "How am I supposed to 
fight these things without my stuff?" 

Neither Groot nor Crys answered as the Flora Colossus raised his arm, 
quickly grew a shield of brambles, and held it up to protect Rocket 
and Crys from oncoming blasts before hitting it away with the same 
arm. Crys grabbed a nearby droid in both arms, pierced its armor with 
her claws, and bit deep into it, breathing ice into it before letting 
it go. When it bounced off of the ground, she swiped it aside with 
her tail, turning just in time to encase another droid in 
ice . 

"Creepy little beast!" A gruff voice called out from the side. 

Crys and Rocket looked towards the voice just in time to see Drax 
throw a gun about as long as Rocket was tall towards the ring-tailed 
animal. Everything seemed to slow down as Rocket reached out, grabbed 
the gun, and held it to his chest. He cocked it menacingly, purring, 
"Oh, yeah!" 

Suddenly, with a loud burst of noise rivaling the blasts from the 
droids and yelling, scattering prisoners. Rocket, Groot, and Crys all 
roared simultaneously. Rocket shot at everything that moved that 
wasn't with him on the escape plan; Groot and Crys slowly turned 
around, and the dragon swiped at the droids and guards with her 
claws, and fired at them with icy blasts. 

The blasts still continued to fire. It chipped at Groot ' s tough bark, 
and Crys could feet warm blood begin to stain her fur, making it 
sticky. But finally, the last droid was destroyed. 

"Rocket!" Gamora yelled from the second level. As soon as Rocket 
turned towards her, dropping the empty gun, she threw him the 
security band, which he caught. Nudging Groot ' s head, he yelled, 

"Move to the watchtower!" 



Groot began lumbering to the watchtower as he was told. Crys followed 
after, limping slightly on an injured leg. She glanced up to see 
Rocket tweaking with the battery and wrist band, humming. "What's 
your plan?" She asked. 

"You'll see, my icy-breathed friend." He smirked. "It's gonna be a 
blast ! " 

"I do hope you don't mean it literally." She shuddered as she and 
Groot reached the watchtower. She jumped into the air, and flapped 
her wings, maneuvering herself onto the bridge connecting the tower 
to the second level, just as Gamora leapt to the bridge. She pulled 
her up by her arms and looked down as Groot was growing taller, 
allowing Rocket to reach the bridge. Gamora and Crys both helped 
Rocket on. 

Soon, Quill joined them with the prosthetic leg. Crys snickered under 
her breath, unable to believe he was able to get it. 

The man in the watchtower was saying urgently into his radio, "We 
need all available guards in full-combat geara€"" He froze as alarms 
blared, and the doors behind him opened, revealing an unusual group 
of prisoners: a Terran holding a prosthetic leg over his shoulder, a 
Zenwhoberi woman, a ring-tailed animal holding a mixed-device of a 
battery and wrist band, a tall humanoid dragon, a large blue-gray man 
with red markings, and a Flora Colossus, who had just jumped onto the 
bridge. All six of these prisonersa€"f our of which were still in 
their unif ormsa€"glared menacingly at the guard. 

The guard held up his hands in surrender as the six prisoners stepped 
in. Gamora lifted him up by one shoulder, and Groot picked him up and 
threw him out of the watchtower. As everyone stood by the controls, 
Gamora and Crys noticed Drax standing between them. Both females 
jumped away from the man, eyeing him. "Spare me your foul gaze, 
woman!" He snapped at Gamora. 

"Why is this one here?" She asked indignantly. 

"I second that question!" Crys nodded. Drax sent a look to her as 
well, which she returned with pinned back ears and bared fangs. 

"We promised him he could stay by your side until he kills your 
boss." Quill explained. "And I always keep my promises, especially 
when they're to muscle-bound whack- jobs who'll kill me if I don't. 
Here ya go." He laid the prosthetic leg on the controls next to 
Rocket, who was already at work pressing buttons and flipping 
switches . 

"Qh, uh, I was kidding about the leg." He confessed with a slight 
grin. "I just needed the two things." 

"What? ! " 

"No, I thought it'd be funny. Was it funny?" He asked, laughing. 
"What'd he look like, hopping around?" 

"I had to transfer him 30,000 units!" Quill protested. He turned to 
Crys, hearing her snicker behind her hand. "Did you know about 
this ? " 



"He's done it before, yes. I just figured he'd want me to be quiet 
about it." She chuckled. She perked one ear up upon hearing another 
noise. She looked out one of the windows to see another droid flying 
up. "Uh, Rocketa€"" Everyone flinched as it began shoot at the 
window. "We've got company." She finished. 

"How are we gonna leave?" Drax asked. 

"Well, he's got a plan." Quill said, nodding at Rocket. "Right? Or is 
that another thing you made up?" 

"I have a plan!" Rocket yelled, gliding back and forth along the 
controls. "I have a plan!" 

"Cease your yammering and relieve us from this irksome confinement!" 
Drax demanded. 

"Yeah, I'll have to agree with the walking thesaurus on that one." 
Quill nodded, only to be grabbed by the collar by the "walking 
thesaurus" in question, growling at him to not call him by that name. 
"It's just a metaphor, dude!" 

"His people are completely literal, " Rocket explained. "Metaphors are 
gonna go over his head." 

"Nothing goes over my head." Drax sniffed, letting Quill go. "My 
reflexes are too fast. I would catch it." 

"I'm gonna die surrounded by the biggest idiots in the galaxy." 

Camera sighed. 

"I resent that." Crys curled her lip in offense. 

By now, several guards and flying droids had surrounded the 
watchtower, the former carrying large weapons. "Those are some big 
guns." Quill muttered. 

"Qn my command!" Qne guard shouted. "Number one!" Qne shot at the 
watchtower, making it shake, and causing one of the windows to 
crack . 

"Rodent, we are ready for your plan!" Gamora urged him. 

"Hold on! " 

"Number two!" Another shot was fired at the tower, making another 
window crack. 

"I recognize this animal," Drax suddenly said. "We roasted them over 
a flame pit as children. Their flesh was quite delicious." 

"Not helping!" Rocket growled. 

"Number three!" This shot caused the window directly in front of the 
group to crack drastically. Thinking quickly, Crys shoved Gamora and 
Quill aside and coated the window with a thin layer of ice to 
temporarily stop the cracks . 

"a€l Never seen a dragon breathe ice." Quill remarked. 



"Is that a problem?" Crys growled. 


"Not at all!" He exclaimed, holding his hands up. "Did I say it was a 
problem? " 

"All fire on my command!" The guard shouted. Rocket worked as fast as 
his paws could go, pulling out wires and connecting his device to 
them . 

"Three ! Two ! " 

"Rocky?!" Crys cried, growing worried. 

"One ! " 

With a grunt, the ringtailed animal plugged two wires in. Everyone 
heard a loud noise, and everyone and everything that wasn't bolted 
down outside the watchtower began to slowly float up into the air. 
"You turned off the artificial gravity, " Camera realized out loud. 
"Everywhere but in here." 

"Told you I had a plan." Rocket smirked. He flipped a large switch, 
and the watchtower was released from the ground, and began to float 
as well. Hitting a few buttons on a small screen, he commanded the 
droids to cease attack mode, fly to the now-floating tower, and 
attach themselves to the bottom, making something like a mini-rocket. 
He tilted the whole thing down, and flew through the hallway they had 
come through earlier, skidded to a stop, and hit a button, locking 
the door that separated them from the guards. 

"That was a pretty good plan." Quill nodded. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN I've been in a bit of a writer's block (and in a sort 
of update-monthly schedule subconsciously ) Especially since I got 
gaming computer (I use all of my other computer stuff on a laptop, 
BTW) so I can play games like Unturned, ARK: Survival Evolved (once I 
get it) Gmod, and Outlast (one of my favorite games to watch Let's 
Players play) It had a bad graphics card that made it not turn on 9 
times out of 10, but that was resolved, and it works fine now. I 
might give Let's Playing a try when I'm able to record gameplay and 
audio (I'm probably gonna have a Eacerig avatar as a webcam) But that 
probably won't be for a while, and I'll start out with small things, 
like playing Gmod. ** 

**In most of the battle in the prison, as you saw, Crys was standing 
back-to-back with Groot, helping to fight back against the droids and 
guards. The reason no one commented on her ice breath was because 
they were busy doing other things (plus. Rocket and Groot already 
know about it) ** 

**Like I had said before, the "big ice-breath reveal" wasn't too big 
or dramatic; just Crys freezing the window so it wouldn't shatter. 
There was a lot going on, so there was't much comment about it at the 
time . ** 


19. Chapter 18 



**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and 
Marvel . * * 

**Wanll8970: Thanks :D Topaz was influenced by her father, and clan 
friends, telling her that Crys was different, in a bad way. Plus, she 
was considered a teenager-a spoiled one at that, mainly by their 
father-and so didn't want her "strange" sister interfering with her 
"love life". If it makes you feel any better, I'm sure the other 
readers weren't to pleased with Topaz's attitude either.** 

**random gal: That is true.** 

**I haven't thought about that, but it's something I'll definitely 
keep in mind for the future.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>Quill kicked out the window that Crys had previously frozen, and 
everyone clambered out and into the room with the prisoners' 
belongings. While Drax, Rocket, and Camera grabbed their clothes. 
Quill ran to the window looking out at the vehicles. Sorting through 
them, he spotted what he was looking for. "There it is! My ship! It's 
the <em>Milano<em>, the orange and blue one over in the 
corner ! " 

Looking out the window, Crys and Groot also saw the ship, and nodded 
in confirmation. "They crumpled my pants up into a ball; _that ' s_ 
rude!" Rocket snapped. "They folded _yours_! " 

"Figures. They're nice to Terran-like creatures, but less considerate 
to others," Crys scoffed, joining her best friends. 

Quill shifted through the rotating boxes until he found his. Qpening 
it, he found his original clothes, weapons, and bag. He opened his 
bag and searched through it, ignoring the orb. "The orb's there, 
let's go," Gamora said. 

"Wait, wait, wait, " Quill muttered, searching through the whole box 
this time. 

"What's wrong?" Crys asked. 

"The bastard didn't put it back!" 

"Put what back?" Gamora huffed. 

He took all of his belongings out of the box, and handed Gamora the 
bag. "Here, get them onto the ship. I'll be right back." 

"How are you gonna possiblyaC"" 

"Just keep the _Milano_ close by. Go," he turned to run, glancing 
back when he saw Gamora and Crys hadn't left. "Go!" 

"Gamora, come on!" Crys grabbed her arm, and the two females ran for 
the ship. They jumped into the ship and sat down. Seeing that Rocket 
was in the driver's seat, the dragon exclaimed, "Go, Rocket! 

Go ! " 



without a word. Rocket started the _Milano_ and took off out of the 
prison. "Stay close to the Kyln, " Crys continued. 

"Where's Quill?" he asked as he positioned the ship. 

"He's still inside, searching for something," Camera said, still 
sounding irritated. 

"What?! How's he gonna get to us?!" 

"He declined to share that information with us." 

"Well, screw this, then!" Rocket snapped. "I ain't waiting around for 
some humie with a death wish. You two got the orb, right?" 

"Yes, " Camera nodded, opening the bag and taking something out, only 
to throw it aside quickly. Looking in again, she sighed 
sharply . 

"What?" Crys twisted in her own seat to the right of Camera and 
craned her neck to look into the bag, only to see nothing inside. 

"Oh, he's good," she raised her eyebrows, impressed. 

"What's goin' on?" Rocket asked, looking over his shoulder at the two 
females . 

"Quill has the orb with him, " Crys explained, sitting back up 
straight. "He's a smart Terran." 

Crowling deeply in his throat. Rocket sat back up straight as well, 
crossing his arms and grumbling to himself. After several minutes, he 
said, "If we don't leave _now_, we _will_ be blown to bits." 

"No!" Camora snapped, startling Crys. "We're not leaving without the 
orb ! " 

Drax glanced out the window on his side of the _Milano_, and saw 
something fly around the Kyln. When it got closer to the ship, he saw 
it was Quill, dressed in his red jacket, and space mask, flying 
towards the _Milano_ using rocket boots. "Behold," he said, prompting 
everyone to look to where he was. 

Cry's ears perked up, and her eyes widened. "Wow," she chuckled once, 
"he has good transportation." 

Once Quill disappeared under the _Milano_, Camora and Drax got up and 
went to the back hatch to let him in. Crys and Croot also stood up 
and walked back in time to see Quill climb in with the help of Camora 
and Drax. "This one shows spirit," the red-tattooed man said, 
impressed. "He shall make a keen alley in the battle against Ronan. 
Companion," he said to Quill, "what were you retrieving?" 

By now. Quill's mask had seemingly "melted" away, revealing his face. 
He handed the music-playing box to Drax, and walked away, nudging 
Rocket out of his seat to take control of the ship. 

"aClYou're an imbecile." 



><p>Half an hour later, the ship was on autopilot, soaring through 
the endless sea of stars. Rocket was sitting on a piece of metal, 
humming to himself, as he crafted several small machines. Drax was 
sitting nearby, examining his knife, Gamora stood by a table with a 
map hologram, Groot was looking outside the window, and Crys was 
napping on the floor by Rocket. Everyone had changed out of their 
prison uniforms and into own clothes by now.<p> 

"Whoa, whoa, whoa! Yo, Ranger Rick!" Quill exclaimed, waking Crys. 
"What are you doing?! You can't take apart my ship without asking me! 
What _is_ this?!" He asked, bending down to pick something 
up . 

"Don't touch that," Rocket warned him. "It's a bomb." 

"A bomb? ! " 

" Yup . " 

"And you leave it lying around? ! " 

"He's not stupid," Crys defended Rocket, standing and stretching, "he 
knows what he's doing." 

"Yeah. Besides, I was gonna put it in a box." 

"What's a box gonna do?" Quill asked, still incredulous. 

"What about this one?" Rocket pulled a box of instruments out from 
under a desk and picked up a small, brightly-wrapped box. 

"No!" Quill suddenly snapped, kicking the box back under the desk, 
making Rocket drop the wrapped one back in. "Leave it alone!" 

"Why? What is it?" Crys asked, curiously. 

"Shut up, " Quill glared lightly at her, making her furrow her 
eyebrows and wrinkle her nose. 

"Hey!" Rocket snapped, raising an eyebrow at Quill. 

"What is that?" The Terran asked, gesturing at the larger 
machine . 

"That's for if things get _really_ hardcore," Rocket answered, 
grinning up at Quill. "Or if you wanna blow up moons." 

"No one's blowing up moons," Gamora said. 

"You just wanna suck the joy out of everything, " Rocket huffed under 
his breath. 

Crys patted his shoulder sympathetically before joining Quill and the 
others at the table. "So, listen," Quill said to Gamora, "I'm gonna 
need your buyer's coordinates." 

"We're heading in the right direction, for now," she said, cradling 
the orb in one hand. 


"If we're gonna work together, you might want to try trusting me a 



little bit . " 


"And how much do you trust _me_?" She smirked at him. 

"I'd trust you a lot more if you told me what this was," Quill 
answered, taking the orb and placing it back on the table, "because 
I'm guessing it's some kind of weapon." 

"I don't know what it is," Gamora shrugged. 

"Perhaps it's simply a piece of decoration," Crys chimed in, picking 
up the orb and tossing it in her hand. "I've seen similar things in 
people's homes." 

"If it's a weapon," Drax said, grabbing the orb out of midair, "we 
should use it against Ronan." 

"Put it down, you fool!" Gamora said, her voice rising in anger. 
"You'll destroy us all!" 

"Or just _you_, murderess!" 

"I let you live _once_, princessa€"" 

"I am _not_ a princess!" 

"Hey!" Quill snapped. "_Nobody_ is killin' _anybody_ on my ship! 

We're stuck together until we get the money." 

Glancing down at the orb, Drax threw it into the Terran's chest, 
huffing, "I have no interest in money." 

"Great," Quill nodded as Drax walked away. "That means more money for 
the four of us . " 

Groot huffed indignantly, raising one eyebrow. "For the _five_ of 
us," Quill corrected himself with a sigh. "Partners?" 

"We have an agreement, but I would never be partners with the likes 
of you," Gamora sniffed. "I'll tell the buyer we're on our way. And 
Quill, your ship is filthy." 

Quill smirked as he watched Gamora climb up the ladder to the second 
level of the ship, then said to Rocket and Crys, "oh, she has no 
idea. If I had a black light, this place would look like a Jackson 
Pollock painting." 

Crys cocked her head in confusion. "You got issues. Quill," Rocket 
said in disgust. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN You all know my excuse: writer's block. Plus, I was at 
a kind of difficult point in the movie, but I think I got through it 
fine . ** 

**If you noticed some of the grammar is different with the dialogue, 
it's because I finally learned how to write it correctly. It was 
difficult to not use periods were commas are meant to be, but I'll 
get used to it . * * 



**I omitted the part where Quill got his Walkman (whenever I hear the 
word "Walkman, " I think of the Fresh Prince of Bel-Air theme song; 
I've never seen the show, but I know the theme song) because this is 
mostly in Crys ' s POV, and she was with the others in the _Milano_ at 
the time. Also, is it just me, or did the guard that had Quill's 
Walkman have really big eyes? Is the actor like that in real life, or 
was it edited after shooting?** 

**So, between now and when they get to Knowhere, Crys will be getting 
to know Quill more; as for Drax, she'll still avoid him, but she'll 
get acquainted with him later.** 

**That reminds me, I'm considering something interesting. If you guys 
have watched the movie (sorry for the spoilers for those who haven't, 
BTW) you'll know Quill and Gamora were taken by the Ravagers on 
Knowhere, and Groot, Drax, and Rocket are left on said planet. There 
are two options I'm considering, which I may put in a poll now that 
I'm thinking about it: I could either keep Crys on Knowhere as well, 
and go with the guys on the _Milano_ to rescue Quill and Gamora, or I 
could have her taken by the Ravagers as well. I'm keeping it as 
simple as I can to not spoil anything, but I'm not sure which to 
consider. I'll put up a poll after posting the chapter, and you guys 
can vote on which you think would be better. It'll be a while before 
the events happen, but I like to get things "concrete" in 
advance . * * 


20. Chapter 19 

**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and Marvel.** 

**random gal: Ah, okay.** 

**I see what you mean, and I HAVE been deeply thinking about how I'm 
going to do both situations, even though I have to choose one or the 
other when the time comes. But no matter which event happens, 
remember: I didn't give Crys the disadvantage of her usekh just as a 
gimmick ; ) * * 

**Wanll8970: That's okay :) The reason why I said that I think 
dragons are overrated is because almost everyone knows and loves 
dragons, and I was worried that people would roll their eyes at the 
idea of alien dragons. But so far, everyone likes Crys. As for a 
sequel, I have an idea in mind, though it's pretty small, and I'd 
have to add more onto it; I also don't write sequels immediately 
after the first story is finished. I like to leave space in between 
the stories.** 

**Guest: Thanks :) That WOULD actually be kinda interesting, but I'm 
probably gonna have it be the same (ie. Quill and Gamora get captured 
together) Like I said, I'm brainstorming how I'd do both situations 
when the time comes to write it. As for romance, there probably won't 
be much, if at all. But in any case, there won't be any Quill/Crys 
romance; they'll just be friends.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Groot went back to the window to look out at the stars. Crys 



joined him, sighing softly, "You never quite realize how big the 
universe is. When you do, you feel much smaller. "<p> 

The Flora Colossus grunted in agreement. "Imagine realizing that when 
you're a kid," Quill remarked, joining the duo. 

Crys cocked her head slightly. "What do you mean?" 

"I was picked up off of EarthaClor, Terran, as everyone else calls 
it, when I was a kid by the Ravagers . I guess I can call them a 
family, since they raised me. Believe me; I was awestruck by how 
large the universe was, and how many other species there are. Back 
home, twenty years ago, at least, aliens were things of 
fiction . " 

Groot and Crys exchanged a knowing smirk. "I'll bet the other Terrans 
would be astounded to see us, hm?" 

"Definitely;" Quill chuckled, leaning back against the wall, arms 
crossed, "a sentient tree and a dragon. When I was a kid, I loved 
dragons . " 

"Really?" Crys raised an eyebrow. 

"Yep. They were big, fierce, and strongaC 1 though, they only breathed 
fire," he said, almost looking sheepish. "This is the first time I've 
seen, or at least heard of, an ice-breathing dragon." 

"You should take a trip to Drakonehm, " the mentioned Ignis remarked. 
"There are three types of dragons: Ignises, the fire-breathers; 
Glaciems, the ice-breathers, and Venenums, the poison 
gas-breathers . " 

"Uh, I think I'll stay away from the ones with deadly mouth farts, 
thank you, " Quill said, looking a little frightened. 

Crys laughed loudly, "From what I've heard, they're peaceful dragons, 
but _do_ get snappy at strangers. It's the Ignises and Glaciems you 
shouldn't anger. They can burn you and freeze you where you 
stand . " 

"Remind me not to get on your bad side." 

Smirking, Crys continued, "The Ignises are orange with red stripes 
and eyes, and leathery wings. They live near volcanoes, and tend to 
have fiery tempers. Glaciems have gray fur and pale-blue stripes and 
eyes, and thinner wings. They live up in the coldest mountains on the 
planet, and have cold natures. From what mya€ 1 my _father_ told me," 
she wrinkled her nose at the mention of him, "Venenums are green with 
green-yellow stripes and eyes, and their front legs double as wings, 
and they live in swamps." 

Quill and Groot both listened with intent fascination, even though 
the latter already knew about Drakonehm and its inhabitants. 
"SoaClyou're orange, and have leathery wings, but your neck, chest, 
stomach, and under-tail are furry, and you have blue eyes and 
stripes, " the Terran said thoughtfully, "not to mention you breathe 
ice. Soa€"" 

"I'm an Ignis," Crys insisted, almost sounding bitter. "But I was 



born during the winter months, cursed with this icy breath. It caused 
me so much anguish and pain." 

At this point, it appeared that smoke was coming from her nostrils. 
Glancing at Quill, Groot asked tentatively, "I am Groot?" ** [Quill's 
noise box was interesting, wasn't it?]** 

Perking her ears up, Crys calmed down and nodded, "Yes, it was, " she 
turned to Quill. "What did you say your noise box was 
called? " 

Rolling his eyes with a chuckle, he answered, "It's music, not just 
noise. And this is a Walkman, which plays music." 

He showed the two aliens the small, blue box. He pushed a button, and 
a small box with two wheels inside popped out; it said _Awesome Mix 
Vol. 1_ on it with blue ink. "That small thing plays music?" Crys 
asked, sniffing at it. 

"Yep, " Quill nodded proudly, heading for a wall with a small slot, 
and buttons. He pushed the small box into the slot, and pushed one of 
the buttons. The wheels began to spin, and as Groot and Crys looked 
closer, sound suddenly boomed, startling both of them and making them 
jump back. After a few seconds, they relaxed and listened to the 
music. It was high-pitched, but soon switched to deeper, bounder 
beats, and someone began singing. 

Crys ' s tail, which was limp on the ground, began tapping to the beat, 
and Groot ' s shoulders began bobbing up and down in turns . The two 
aliens glanced at each other, smiles growing, as the dragon's hips 
began moving from side to side, her shoulders were bobbing, and her 
tail was wagging more. The Flora Colossus was moving as well, though 
he didn't have a tail to move; Quill simply watched the two aliens 
dancing with amusement . 

After a minute, Groot noticed Drax looking at them, and nudged Crys 
in the shoulder. When she paused and looked in the direction he was 
looking in, she saw the large man, who was now glaring at the two of 
them in confusion and disapproval, as if he didn't like what they 
were doing. Crys bared her teeth and growled at him, spreading her 
wings as if to appear bigger. After several tense seconds, Drax left, 
prompting everyone to relax. 

"What was _his_ problem?" Quill scoffed, feeling it wise to turn off 
the music. "It was just dancing." 

"Was that what Groot and I were doing?" Crys asked. 

"Yeah. Don't worry; it's natural to start dancing to good 
music . " 

"The sounds _were_ pleasing," the dragon nodded. "I've never heard 
anything like that in my life." 

"You haven't lived until you've heard good music, my friend," Quill 
sighed, leaning back against the wall. "By the way, no offense, but 
why do you get soa€l tensed up around the big 
guy? " 

" It ' sa€ 1 personal , " she answered, holding her wings close to her 



defensively . 


The Terran glanced at Groot, shrugging. "So, uma€ 1 how ' d you. Rocket, 
and Groot meet?" 

"I was a zoo attraction for a disgustingly greedy alien," Crys 
snorted. "I was insulted and disrespected; mistreated, to say the 
least. I lost my tail spike because I tried to pick the lock of my 
cage. Rocket and Groot were at the zoo, and Groot was able to 
convince Rocket to help me escape later that night. Unfortunately, we 
were captured and imprisoneda€" " 

"Why were _you_ convicted?" Quill asked. "Was it because you were 
with them?" 

"They found out, through some mind-reading contraption, of my 
previous crimes: homicide and attempted homicide, and burglary. The 
first two chargesa€ 1 I ' d rather not talk about." 

At Quill's understanding nod, the dragon continued, "Rocket, Groot, 
and Ia€"as well as an inmate friend, whom got awaya€ 1 I hopea€"managed 
to escape, and we formed a pact." 

"Five years later, here we are, " Rocket sighed, "working with a 
thief, an assassin, and a maniac, to deliver some orb that could very 
well be decoration." 

"I am Groot," ** [Four billion units divided five ways.]** Groot 
reminded his furry friend. 

"Yeah, I know;" he nodded, "doesn't mean I have to like it." 

"Having the profit split, or working with us?" Quill asked. 

"I prefer working with people I trust. Let's put it that way, and 
leave it that way." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN Kinda on the shorter side, but that's okay. I really 
wanted to get a new chapter posted before Thanksgiving, but I didn't 
want it to be too short either. I think I found a good middle 
ground . * * 

**This is mostly filler, with Crys and Quill talking about dragons 
and music. I don't believe I've ever spoken a lot about the species 
of dragons on Drakonehm, other than describing them. They might have 
changed a touch or two (especially where they could become 
anthro-sized, like how Crys is now, at will and without the usekh; 
how I ever thought that ' d be a good idea. I'll never know) but 
they're pretty consistent. There are better pics on my DeviantART 
profile (same username) They were made with a dragon maker game, 
though I think they're pretty decent.** 

**The song used in this chapter is "Livin' Thing" by ELQ. The reason 
I chose this was because it was revealed that the reason Baby Groot 
stopped dancing when Drax looked at him was because Groot, as an 
adult, was dancing to "Livin' Thing" (they didn't say where or when) 
and Drax had given him a look like he didn't like it (you can read 
the story with a quick Google search) So, I decided to reference this 



scene, while adding Crys into the mix, as well as the scene where 
Groot is looking at the radio, and gets startled when "Hooked on a 
Feeling" starts blasting (this can be seen in one or two trailers, 
and when the menu screen for the DVD is starting) ** 


2 1 . Chapter 2 0 

**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and 
Marvel . * * 

**Wanll8970: Thanks :) That would be interesting, but I don't think 
dragons exist on Earth in the Marvel universe (I know, we have 
aliens, Nordic gods, and super powers beyond belief, but no 
dragons... at least I don't think; I don't read the comics) If the 
Guardians meet any other dragons, it'll be on Drakonehm at least. But 
thanks for the idea :)** 

**random gal: Yep, friendly friends :3** 

**I like logic too, but I try not to let it get in the way too much 
in my fanfics.** 

**Probably, but I think they would both have basically jumped at the 
sudden noise.** 

•:k ^ ^ 


><pXem>An extravagantly-cloaked figure walked along a table, running 
clocked fingers along it briefly, before stopping in front of a glass 
box, containing a sleeping alien. Said glass box was being cleaned by 
a pink-skinned woman, dressed in a white, short-sleeved and 
short-skirted white dress. "Carina," the cloaked figure 
said . <em> 

"_Yes, Master?" the woman asked, bowing her head and pausing in her 
work ._ 

"_Your people do have elbows, do they not?"_ 

_Glancing down at her arms, she answered in confusion, "We do. 

Master . 

"_Thena€ 1 use them," the cloaked man said sinisterly. "I don't have to 
remind you what happened to the last attendant who disappointed me, 
do I?"_ 

_Carina glanced over her shoulder, face full of fear; inside another 
glass prison was another woman, who was the same species as herself. 
She was handcuffed, had a collar around her neck, and was strapped 
down so she couldn't move. She glanced down, biting her lip 
nervously ._ 

"_Chop, chop, " her master said, prompting her to continue scrubbing 
the glass prison hurriedly. "Our guests will be here soon."_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Crys peeled her heavy eyelids open, briefly confused about where 



she was. Then, she remembered she was on the Milano, Quill's ship, 
which was headed for Knowhere.<p> 

Her memory recollected that Quill said he only had two beds, so some 
of the "crew" would have to sleep on the floor or other furniture. He 
took one bed. Camera took the other, and Drax slept on one of the 
chairs in the "main lobby" of the ship, knives still clutched in his 
hands. As for the thug trio, Groot slept sitting on the floor, back 
against the wall. Crys lay on her stomach, with her arms crossed in 
front of her chest, and her head on Groot ' s lap. Rocket lay back 
against Crys ' s side, clutching her tail against himself like a 
blanket . 

When she looked around, Crys saw Groot and Rocket were still asleep. 
Feeling the need to get up and stretch her legs, she slowly pulled 
her tail out of her friend's arms, carefully lifted him up, and set 
him down next to Groot. She stood up and left the room, pausing to 
stand on her toes and stretch her hind legs, and then stretched her 
wings and arms, yawning widely and showing her teeth. Sighing 
happily, she wandered around the ship, glancing about at the random 
knickknacks Quill had scattered about. He had told her and the others 
that they were things he had as a child on Terra, or Earth as he 
called it, when he was a child over twenty years prior. He had also 
told Rocket that there were creatures like him, except they usually 
walked on four legs, ate anything they could find, didn't talk, and 
didn't wear clothes or use guns. 

Rocket was very flabbergasted, to say the least. "I've never met any 
'raccoons, ' but I'm sure as hell embarrassed for them." 

A noise startled Crys out of her stretches and thoughts. She turned 
her head quickly towards the noise, ears perked up. She saw Drax 
sitting on one of the chairs, knives still in hand, and was eyeing 
her . 

The dragon stood like a deer in headlights. Her ears twitched 
backwards, and her eyebrows furrowed. The two aliens stared at each 
other, not budging an inch. Crys could feel the fear she felt as a 
dracling budding, urging her to leave the room. Her eye twitched as 
she struggled to keep her fear in check. Rocket had told her, years 
ago, that she had to suppress her fear. "Otherwise, you're just gonna 
be afraid of every big guy you see," he had said. "And that's not 
gonna be good for either of us." 

Crys closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and slowly let it out 
through slightly-pursed lips, opening her eyes to see Drax still 
sitting, and still staring. _**You need to leave. He could hurt 
you . **_ 

_H-he won't. Besides, I'm not afraid of him._ 

_**How do you know he won't? He's killed before. **_ 

_I have my claws and teeth, and my wings. _ 

_**He has knives. **_ 

_I refuse to be afraid. I'm bigger than him. I'm not a dracling; I am 
not afraid of him. 



_**He's killed before. He could very well be thinking of ways to kill 
you . **_ 

"I'm not afraid of you." Crys ' s eyes widened, and she pressed her 
lips together tightly. But it was too late; she already let it 
slip . 

Drax's own eyes widened, and his jaw slacked in surprise. Growling 
angrily at herself, Crys stormed out of the room, tail lashing behind 
her and smacking into something, causing her to grunt in 
pain . 

"What's gotten you so pissed off?" Rocket asked, having 
awoken . 

"Nothing," Crys shook her head, sitting down. "Nothing to worry 
about . " 

Rocket eyed her suspiciously. He knew her well enough to know 
something was indeed bothering her. But she could be stubborn about 
talking about things like thata€"he wondered if he rubbed off on her 
in the past several yearsa€"so he let it go with a facial expression 
telling her he knew something was bugging her. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Heads up," Rocket later yelled out to the others, "we're 
inbound ! "<p> 

Everyone dropped what they were doing and walked to the cockpit, 
which was where Rocket and Groot were. 

They were in a part of space where there were numerous colors and 
clouds, looking very much like a beautiful picture. Among the 
colorful clouds was a giant, disembodied head acting as a 
planet . 

"Whoa," Quill whispered, voicing everyone else's thoughts. 

"What is it?" Drax asked. 

"It's called Knowhere, " Gamora explained as the _Milano_ flew closer. 
They could see the parted, fanged-jaw, and glowing dead eyes of the 
planet. And they could also make out buildings and 
civilizations. 

"It's the severed head of an ancient celestial being," she continued, 
sitting down in one of the seats. "Be wary headed in, rodent. There 
are no regulations whatsoever here." 

Curling his lip at the name. Rocket drove the _Milano_ into the giant 
eye, which turned out to be the entrance into the cranial cavity, 
which was alive with lights, buildings and similar structures, and 
mining areas. Little round robots drilled into the hard substances, 
which were presumably bone, and flew about the "city". On the ground, 
there were several large pools of yellow liquid. 

"How did the severed head of a giant to dwarf all giants become a 
habitable planet?" Crys asked, trying to wrap her head around how a 
celestial being could even become beheaded in the first 



place . 


"Hundreds of years ago, the Tivan Group sent workers in to mine the 
organic matter within the skull, " Gamora explained, as the _Milano_ 
landed. Everyone stepped out and followed the green woman through the 
crowded and rowdy streets. "Bone, brain tissue, spinal fluid; all 
rare resources, highly valued in black markets across the galaxy. 

It's dangerous and illegal work, suitable _only_ for 
outlaws . " 

"Well, I come from a planet of outlaws:" Quill said, almost sounding 
proud, "Billy the Kid, Bonnie and Clyde, John Stamos, " 

"It sounds like a place I would like to visit," Drax 
remarked . 

"Yeah, you should, " the Terran nodded. 

A group of dirty and tattered-clothed children ran up to the group, 
begging for spare units. "Watch your wallets," Quill advised the 
others . 

A young blonde girl stopped in front of Groot and Crys . The Flora 
Colossus held out his hand, and a small blue flower grew in the 
middle of his palm. He gently plucked it, and held it out to the 
small child. She took it with a shy smile, glancing between Groot and 
Crys . 

The dragon could hear Quill and Rocket shoo the other children away. 
"Come on, Groot," she said, "we'd better catch up." She patted the 
little girl's head with a sympathetic smile before following the 
group. "That was very sweet of you," she smiled at Groot, kissing his 
cheek. He shrugged with a sheepish smile. 

"Your buyer's in _there_?" Rocket asked Gamora as they approached a 
brightly-lit building. A line of aliens stood outside, waiting to get 
in . 

"We are to wait here for his representative, " Gamora explained. 

A large bouncer threw someone out of the building, growling for them 
to leave. "This is no respectable establishment," Drax huffed. "What 
do you expect us to do while we wait?" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN I LIIIIIIVE! So, I know this is a bit late, but things 
have been busy lately, and I haven't gotten time to write (I also had 
some writer's block) But I finally was able to write this.** 

**Half of this is mostly filler, with Crys "flashbacking" on one or 
two events. Since she's still wary of Drax, she's not gonna 
necessarily "bond" with him like she has with Gamora and Quill in the 
past. I think her inner monologue is pretty decent in describing how 
she feels about him, even though she wants to not be afraid of him, 
if that makes any sense.** 

**I think we all wonder how a celestial being was beheaded, since 
their heads can become planets alone. Perhaps it had something to do 
with the stones?** 



**I thought the scene where Groot grows a flower for the beggar 
children was adorable :3 It was one of my favorite scenes in the 
movie . * * 

**The next chapter's gonna be tricky. Here's why: it'll be in Crys ' s 
POV, so she'll see Rocket and Drax's argument start. I basically 
kinda know what it was about (Rocket insulting Drax's family, more 
than likely, and Drax insulting Rocket) spurred on by their 
drunkenness. I'm just not sure how to "start" it, if that makes any 
sense. Maybe one of them makes a passing, drunken comment? If anyone 
has any ideas, feel free to share.** 

**I'm also gonna start trying to update as much as I can, be it a few 
chapters in a row for one story, or one after the other, rather than 
updating each story every other month. I realized if I keep that up, 
it'll be another year before one of the stories are finished or close 
to finished, and I want to get them finished. If I'm only updating 
one story (whether it's this or Candy Canes and Bananas with Black 
Peels) just know that I'll be at least trying to write for the other 
one. Sometimes I can only write for one story; that's kind of the 
cost of writing two stories at once: it's hard to focus on one other 
other . * * 


22 . Chapter 2 1 

**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and 
Marvel . * * 

**Wanli8970: Ah, I see. That makes sense. Since I don't read the 
comics, I didn't know that. But regardless, that's pretty 
interesting. ** 

**If you mean the italicized part, that wasn't Crys "seeing" it, that 
was just something that was happening at the same time; sort of like 
how it was in the movie. The only "powers" she has is her ice breath. 
In hindsight, I should have made it more clear that the italicized 
part was only something happening at the same time, and not any sort 
of vision . * * 

**I briefly thought about romance between Crys and Groot, but decided 
not to do that. They're more like siblings/best friends, so it would 
be kind of awkward. I know I wrote it like he had a crush on her 
earlier, but that can also be interpreted as him just loving her as a 
sister/best friend, and Rocket teasing them (since he was implying 
that Groot had a crush on Crys) Plus, romance won't really be a big 
element in this story, if at all. If I were to have romance between 
Crys and someone else, I'd save that for a 
sequel/ one shot . ** 

**Sarah: That's kind of how I wrote it out, except I added Crys into 
the mix . * * 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>As it turned out, there were several things the escaped criminals 
could do while waiting for Gamora's buyer's representative: drink, 
dance, and bet on small animal fights. <p> 



Rocket and Drax quickly bought drinks and got to betting between two 
animals: a large blue and yellow lizard called an Orloni, and a few 
much smaller lizards. Between the loud music, and equally-loud shouts 
of those watching the fight, Crys could barely hear herself 
think . 

She hadn't drunk much before, only remembering the sharp taste as it 
burned down her throat. But as she drank the drink Rocket shoved into 
her hand, it tasted sweet and bubbly, so she barely noticed the 
sharpness and burning feeling down her throat. As she drank more, she 
began to feel fuzzy in the head. 

"My Orloni has won, as I win at all things!" Drax shouted as the 
ment ioned-animal was finished devouring the other creatures. "Now, 
let's put more of this liquid into our bodies!" 

"That's the first thing you said that wasn't bat-shit crazy!" Rocket 
slurred happily, throwing his head back and chugging. 

Crys stretched her neck out and up and roared loudly, making the 
people who were near her jump. 

After a while, the dragon began to feel a little ill, so she began 
refusing the drinks given to her. "C'mon, Crys," Rocket said, 
spilling a bit of his drink, though he seemed to not notice, "you 
only live once." 

"You're not my father," she snorted, tossing her head up, though she 
regretted it as her head swam. "And _that_, I'm very happy 
about . " 

"Why?" Drax asked. 

"Wouldn't _you_ like to know?" she poked him in the chest with a wide 
smile, feeling much braver. "'Sides, he wouldn't care about 


"Your dad was an asshole, " Rocket remarked. 

"You better believe it, " Crys nodded, gladly taking the water Groot 
gave her. "Family sucks ass anyway." 

Drax gave her a disapproving look. "Hey, lighten up. Tattoos," Rocket 
said. "She didn't have the happy life you probably had with the 
literal deadbeats you lived with." 

"How _dare_ you speak of them that way? ! " Drax snarled, staring down 
at the furry alien. "You know nothing!" 

"Chill out," Rocket snorted, drinking the remainder of his glass. "I 
wouldn't know about any family, yours or otherwise. They were 
probably just like you: violent and brainless." 

That did it. Drax grabbed up Rocket by the scruff and shook him 
around, shouting about how he was nothing but disrespectful vermin, 
who was good for nothing but a useless mistake from science. 

Crys ' s eyes widened as she was slightly-shaken from her drunken 
stoop. "Leave him alone!" she exclaimed. 



Roaring, Groot charged at Drax, catching him by surprise, and making 
him drop Rocket. Crys stood on all fours over the furry creature, 

growling at anyone who came close, as he shook his head and rubbed 

the back of his neck. 

Drax wrestled the Flora Colossus off of him, shoved him against the 
table, and leapt onto him. Everyone around the four aliens was 
cheering, as Drax punched Groot repeatedly in the face on the ground. 
Groot extended his branches and began strangling Drax, but he broke 
them off as if they were twigs. 

Crys and Rocket were now standing behind Groot. Rocket was cocking 
his large gun, and Crys was readying her ice breath, when suddenly. 
Camera shoved Drax off of Groot, yelling for him to stop. 

As Rocket prepared to shoot anyone in his line of sight. Quill burst 

through the crowd, yelling, "Whoa, whoa! What are you doing?!" 

"This vermin speaks of affairs he knows nothing about!" Drax accused 
Rocket . 

"That is true!" he retorted. 

"He and the dragon have no respect!" 

"That is _also_ true!" 

"_You_ have no self-restraint!" Crys growled, still standing on all 
fours . 

"Hold on!" Quill shouted at the furry creature and dragon. 

"Keep calling me vermin, tough guy!" Rocket challenged Drax as Groot 
stood up, rubbing his jaw. "You just wanna laugh at me, like everyone 
else! " 

"Rocket, you're drunk," Quill said, desperately trying to play 
mediator between the hostile aliens. "All right? No one's laughing at 
you . " 

"He thinks I'm some stupid thing! He does!" Rocket protested, his 
voice starting to become shaky. "Well, I didn't ask to get made! I 
didn't ask to be torn apart, and put back together, over and over, 
and turned into somea€ 1 some little monster!" 

Crys hadn't been told much about Rocket's past, only bits and pieces; 
basically that he had been heavily experimented on, and that he 
wasn't all organic. But she hadn't known the extent of his past life, 
until now. 

She softly nuzzled her snout against his shoulder. He half-heartedly 
pushed her away. "Rocket, no one's calling you a monster," Quill said 
gently . 

"He called me 'vermin'!" he suddenly shouted, pointing at Drax. "She 
called me 'rodent' !" he pointed at Camera, who had a touch of guilt 
in her expression. Drax himself was still angry. 

"a€l Let's see if you can laugh after five or six good shots to your 



frickin' face"! he growled, cocking his gun again. 


The crowd gasped at the sight. "No, no, no, no!" Quill stammered, 
standing between Rocket and Camera and Drax, "four billion units. 
Rocket! Come on, man-hey ! Suck it up for one more lousy night, and 
you ' re rich . " 

_Are you sure you should be shouting that? We _are_ in a crowded 
building, after all._ Crys held her tongue, though, as Rocket quietly 
considered the option for a few seconds. Finally, he deactivated his 
gun with a sigh, "Fine. But I can't promise when this is all over I'm 
not gonna kill every last one of you jerks." 

Briefly placing a hand on his forehead. Quill exclaimed, "See?! 

That's exactly why none of you have any friends! Five seconds after 
you meet somebody, you're already trying to kill them!" 

"We have traveled halfway across the quadrant, " Drax sighed, "and 
Ronan is no closer to being dead." Shoving Camora's hand off of his 
chest, he turned around and left the bar. 

"Drax!" Quill shouted after him. 

"Let him go," Camora shook her head, "we don't need him." 

Croot dismissively waved at Drax with a glare. Crys stood on her hind 
legs and snorted in his direction. 

Qff to the side, a door opened, revealing a pink-skinned woman in a 
sleeveless, short-skirted dress, and small, silver boots. She had her 
hands clasped in front of her, revealing silver cuffs on her wrists. 
She stepped into the bar and called out, "Milady Camora, I'm here to 
fetch you for my master." She gestured for her to follow her back 
through the door. Quill, Rocket, Croot, and Crys followed, leaving 
whispering bar patrons behind. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN This chapter. I was stuck on this chapter for so long, 
it wasn't even funny. I knew how I wanted to start it, just getting 
around to it was a different story, no pun intended. Things have been 
kinda chaotic in real life, and I've had writer's block and plain 
laziness/uninspiration (if that can even be classified as a word) so 
I never really got around to it.** 

**Another thing was I was very stuck with how I would start the fight 
between Rocket and Drax. RaphlavlS directed me to a fanfic called 
"Untold" by Nin jaDino721, specifically chapter 4, where they tackled 
the same scene (thanks again, RaphlavlS :)) That certainly did help 
and inspire me. Plus, as I was writing the chapter, I got a couple of 
ideas myself, which allowed me to whip this up in 20 minutes or 
so . ** 

**I've never drank (I'm not old enough; several more months, though I 
don't plan to do so at all) so for all I know, the taste of alcoholic 
drinks and the effects I described are totally wrong. At any rate, 
Crys gets braver when drinking, and her tongue loosens a bit (which 
is why she talked a bit about her father and family) ** 

**Hopefully it won't take as long for me to update, since I've gotten 



over the initial hurdle. The poll for what happens to Crys when Quill 
and Gamora are captured is still up, even though everyone probably 
already voted on it/forgot about it. The two options are tied at the 
moment, but I'm really leaning towards her being captured at the 
moment. I think it'll be more interesting than the other option. 
Hopefully it won't take two months to get to that point; I just 
haven't been very inspired for writing at the moment. Hopefully 
that'll change (I'm saying "hopefully" a lot)** 


23. Chapter 22 

**A/N I only own Crystal, the species of dragons, and the planet of 
dragons. Everything else is owned by Disney and 
Marvel . * * 

* *neobendium : I'm sorry I took so long to update I'm glad you 

like it so much.** 

**Ender the multiverse Detective: Thanks.** 

**Amaral24: I'm glad you like it :D** 

**Wanli8970: Was it? I didn't really think it was, but all right. 
That's okay, I just wanted to make it clear not just for you (even if 
it wasn't needed) but for anyone else who saw it as romantic.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The pink-skinned woman, who introduced herself as Carina, led the 
group to a building in the shape of a large, purple dome. Inside were 
numerous glass cages, big and small, each containing something, be it 
plants, people, or animals. There were also loud cries and moans, as 
though the caged creatures were crying out for escape. <p> 

It was like Crys ' s nightmare coming back to haunt her. 

She glanced around the giant room, tail tip twitching with 
nervousness. Memories of her time in Gikan's zoo, as the main 
attraction, came flooding back. She curled her tail so she could 
touch the tip, remembering when it had been cut when she tried to 
pick the lock of her cage. 

"Okay, this isn't creepy at all," Rocket said, glancing around. 

"We house the galaxy's largest collection of fauna, relics, and 
species of all manner, " Carina said, with her hands still clasped in 
front of her stomach, as she led the group deeper into the 
museum . 

In one glass cage was a brown dog in a spacesuit. It growled at 
Rocket as he walked by, and he growled back. 

Soon, the group came into a room with several large pieces of 
equipment. In the back, standing away from the group, was a man 
wearing a white fur coat . 

"I present to you," Carina said, extending her arms, "Taneleer Tivan, 
The Collector . " 



The man slowly turned around at the sound of his name. He had 
slicked-back white hair, a thin strip of black hair on his chin, and 
was wearing some sort of magnifying glasses. 

As the group approached him, led by Gamora, he took off the glasses, 
revealing dark-purple eyes. "Oh, my dear Gamora. How wonderful to 
meet in the flesh, " he greeted in a slow, deep voice, kissing her 
hand . 

"Let's bypass the formalities, Tivan, " she said curtly. "We have what 
we discussed . " 

The Collector turned his eyes over Camera's shoulder to Groot . "What 
is that thing there?" he asked. 

"I am Groot," he greeted politely. 

The Collector slowly approached Groot, remarking, "I never thought 
I'd meet a Groot. Sir, you must allow me to pay you now so that I may 
own your carcass. At the point of your death, of course." 

"a€ll am Groot," **[i suppose,]** he shrugged. 

"Why?" Rocket snorted. "So he could turn you into a frickin' 
chair? " 

"That's your pet?" 

"His what?!" Rocket snarled, grabbing his gun, much to the 
Collector's amusement. 

"He's baiting you. Rocket," Crys said. "Don't fall for it." 

The Collector's eyebrows rose when he saw the dragon. "How 
interesting," he drawled, approaching her. "I've never seen a 
specimen quite like _you_. " 

"I wouldn't imagine it," she answered, taking a step back. He was 
making her a little nervous. He already had interest in taking Groot 
for his collection. Who was to say he wouldn't do the same with 
her? 

Luckily, Gamora piped up, "Tivan, we have been halfway around the 
galaxy, retrieving this orb." 

"a€lVery well, then. Let us see what you brought." 

Gamora turned to Quill. He reached into his pocket and pulled out the 
orb. It slipped out of his hand, and he quickly crouched down to grab 
it, and then stood back up, holding it out to the Collector. 

He took the orb and cradled it delicately in his hands. Though his 
facial expression didn't change, his eyes seem to widen a fraction. 
"Oh, my new friends, " he sighed, placing the orb in a two-handed 
contraption. "Before creation itself, there were six singularities." 
He pulled a small lever, and the machine sprung to life, and began 
twisting the rob open in two halves. Several purple circles formed in 
a dome shape around the group. Several circles were filled with 
light, and turned into a galaxy of stars. 



"Then, the universe exploded into existence, and the remnants of 
these systems were forged into concentrated ingots: Infinity 
Stones . " 

One of the circles behind the Collector changed into six colored 
stones; blue, red, yellow, purple, orange, and green. As the orb 
continued to be opened, a bright purple light began to shine from 
within . 

Several of the circles changed to reveal several objects, each 
corresponding to some of the colors of the stones. Groot reached out 
to try and grab a blue cube, but his hand went through it. Crys 
stretched her neck up to look at an upside-down teardrop-shaped 
yellow stone; she had to cross her eyes to try and see it, since it 
looking like it was embedded in her forehead. 

"These stones, it seems, can only be brandished by beings of 
extraordinary strength. Observe." 

The group turned around to see a large circle display a dry-looking 
planet. A metallic giant with multiple glowing lights was holding a 
staff with a purple light at the end of it. The glow was the same 
color as the light coming from the orb. 

At the feet of the giant, dozens of people were running, desperate to 
get away. "These carriers can use the Stone to mow down entire 
civilizations like wheat in a field." 

As the Collector continued, the carrier slammed his staff into the 
ground, and the ground pulsed, sending purple energy away from it, 
killing the escaping people and turning them to dust. The planet was 
shown to be encased with the purple light, and subsequently 
destroyed . 

"There's a little pee coming out of me right now," Quill 
muttered . 

Cry's icy-blue eyes were wide as she witnessed the horrors the Stones 
caused. It brought back horrible memories of when she went mad with 
rage and destroyed her clan. She was like a very shrunken-down scale 
of the Stone, and it made her shudder. 

"Once, for a moment, a group was able to share the energy amongst 
themselves, but even _they_ were quickly destroyed by it." 

Now the "screen" showed a group of several masked and clothed people, 
holding strings of purple lights between themselves. One of them 
seemed to be holding the purple Stone in his hand. The light from the 
Stone grew brighter, and the stringed lights pulsated, and one by 
one, the people burst into glowing purple dust. 

By now, the orb had been completely opened, revealing the treasure 
from within: one of the Stones. 

Everyone stared down at it. The Collector clenched his fists, 
shuddered, and gasped, "Beautiful! Beyond compare." 

Rocket had had enough at this point. "Blah, blah, blah. We're all 
very fascinated, whitey, " he snorted, imitating the Collector's 
movements. "But we'd like to get paid." 



As the purple screens disappeared, Crys smirked wryly. _Always 
thinking about the money. _ 

"How would you like to get paid?" the Collector asked. 

"What do you think, fancy man? Units!" 

Everyone, behind Rocket, looked at the Collector expectantly. "Very 
well, then," he nodded, and opened a drawer. 

Out of the corner of her eye, Crys noticed Carina slowly approaching 
the stone with an odd look in her eyes. "Erm, sir?" she asked 
nervously, gesturing with her head. 

When he noticed his servant, he said sternly, "Carina! Stand 
back ! " 

But she didn't listen. "I will no longer be your slave!" she shouted 
angrily . 

"No!" he exclaimed, stepping from behind the counter. But it was too 
late . 

She grabbed the stone in one hand. Immediately, her hand began 
glowing white and purple, and the Stone began pulsing, sending large 
balls of energy everywhere. 

Camera tackled Quill to the ground, and they hid behind the counter. 
The Collector was knocked to the ground and knocked unconscious. Dark 
veins traveled up Carina's arm and all across her body, and she began 
screaming in pain. 

Crys was frozen as the building around her began to explode. 

Suddenly, she was grabbed up by Groot, and slung back over his 
shoulder. When she looked to her right, as he ran out of the 
exploding museum, she saw Rocket in his other arm. 

Einally the museum was engulfed in a huge purple explosion. Groot 
crashed through the glass doors, and all three of the thieves 
screamed as they were knocked down and away from the explosion and 
onto the street. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN While I was getting ready to write this (which 
consisted of bringing up the transcript for the movie, and the 
corresponding part of the actual movie) it occurred to me that Crys 
might feel uncomfortable in the museum, since it would be similar to 
when she lived in the zoo.** 

**I thought the Collector was quite the interesting fellow. His 
appearance reminded me of the guy in 102 Dalmatians; the one Cruella 
hired for making her puppy coat... or something, I haven't seen it in 
forever. I just remember bits and pieces.** 

**At first, I was gonna have the Collector to "think" Crys was 
Groot ' s mate, but raphlavlS mentioned what his [the Collector's] 
reaction would be. It made me wonder if he would be interested in her 
since she's not an average dragon (I almost referenced Yogi Bear's 



catchphrase) and possibly ask for corpse as well. But luckily, it 
didn't get to that point.** 


**GotG was where the little things in the past Marvel movies are 
shown to be connected, possibly connecting said movies: the Infinity 
Stones. I thought it was really cool that the Tesseract, Aether (I 
didn't see the second Thor movie, so I had to look up what it was) 
and the stone from Loki ' s staff (spoilers for _Age of Ultron_) were 
all connected. I thought it would be cool for the Mind Stone to be 
referenced by Crys for _Age of Ultron_, since the Tesseract was 
back-ref erenced by Groot . Speaking of which, the after-credit scene 
for _Age of Ultron_ made my jaw drop, and made me say, "Oh, things 
are gonna go down!" You'll understand what I meant, unless you didn't 
see the movie.** 

**I thought it ' d be a bit better for, instead of Crys simply running 
out of the museum or hiding when it was exploding, that Groot had to 
grab her in order to get her out, like he did with Rocket. Not sure 
why, I just thought it'd be more interesting.** 


End 
f lie . 



